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Trinity  College  in  the  University  o(  Toronto 

Trinity  College,  federated  with  the  University,  is  one  of  the  Arts  Colleges  of  the  University  and 

includes: 

1.  A  Faculty  of  Arts  providing  instruction  for  students  in  classes  of  limited  size  in  all  subjects 
taught  by  the  colleges. 

2.  The  full  advantages  of  Federation  with  the  University,  instruction  by  its  professors,  quaUfication 
for  its  scholarships  and  degrees,  with  its  Library,  Laboratories  and  Athletic  facilities  and 
membership  in  Hart  House. 

3.  A  Faculty  of  Divinity  in  which  Trinity  exercises  its  University  powers  of  conferring  degrees  and 
prepares  candidates  for  the  ministry  of  the  Church. 

A  new  residence  for  men  students  will  be  opened  in  September,  1941,  at  Trinity  College. 

This  and  the  New  St.  Hilda's  residence  for  women  students  opened  in  1938  will  enable  the  College 

to  offer  excellent  accommodation. 

The  scholarships  offered  by  the  College  have  recently  been  revised  and  largely  increased.     FuU 

particulars  will  be  supplied  on  request. 

For    information    concerning    Scholarships,    Exhibitions,  Bursaries,  etc.,  address  the  Registrar,  Trinity 

College,  Toronto  5. 


Dodge    and    DeSoto    Cars    and    Dodge    Trucks 

LILLICO  MOTORS 

Imperial  Oil  Products 
CHARLOTTE  AND  AYLMER  STREETS 
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•  Text  Books— All  Grades. 

•  Supplies — ^Refills — Pens. 

•  Books  for  every  purpose. 

•  Bibles  —  Hymn  Books. 


GIFTS  —  CARDS  —  GAMES 

Our  gifts  are  moderately  priced,  within 
your  reach,  just  the  Gift  you  want  for 
that  Birthday,  Wedding  or  Shower  — 
Seals,  Tags  and  Gift  Wrappings. 


GREETING  CARDS  FOR  EVERY  OCCASION 

DEYELL'S  BOOKSTORE 

159  HUNTER  ST.  W.  PHONE  9641  JUST  OFF  GEORGE 
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Victoria  College  in  the  University  of  Toronto 

Founded  by  Royal  Charter  in  1836  "for  the  general  education    of    youth    in    the 
various   branches   of   Literature   and  Science    on    Christian    Principles." 

As  one  of  the  Federated  Colleges  in  the  Faculty  of  Arts  of  the  University  of  Toronto,  Victoria 
College  enrols  students  in  all  courses  leading  to  the  degrees  of  Bachelor  of  Arts  and  Bachelor  of 
Commerce  and  preparatory  to  admission  to  the  schools  of  Graduate  Studies,  Divinity,  Education, 
Law  and  Medicine. 

In  the  Annesley  Hall  Women's  Residences  and  Wymilwood  accommodation  is  available  for  women 
students  of  Victoria  College.  In  the  Victoria  College  Residences  accommodation  is  available  for 
men  students  in  Arts,  and  for  a  limited  number  of  men  students  enrolled  in  other  colleges  and 
faculties. 

For  full  information,  including  calendars  and  bulletins,  apply    to    the    Registrar,    Victoria    College, 

TORONTO. 
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School  and  sport  footwear  that  combines  the  smartest  styles. 
Latest  models  and  wearing  qualities  that 
guarantee  satisfaction. 

Our  X-Ray  method  of  fitting  assures  correct  fit  in  every  pair. 


Phone 
8493 


R.  Neill  Limited 


350-354 
George  St. 
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XCnlversltY  of  Toronto 

UNIVERSITY   COLLEGE 

University  College  is  the  Provincial  Arts  College,  maintained  by  the  Province  ot  Ontario.  It  is 
non-denominational  but  not  non-religious.  There  are  residences  for  men  and  for  women.  A  spirit  of 
unity  and  co-operation  pervades  the  whole  College. 

University  College  offers  thirty-two  (32)  scholarships  at  Matriculation  and  many  scholarships 
and  prizes  in  course. 

Substantial  Bursaries  are  granted  to  able  students  who  have  difficulty  in  bearing  the  total  ex- 
pense of  a  university  education.  Preference  is  given  to  appUcants  from  schools  not  situated  in 
Toronto. 

For  information  on  residences,  scholarships,  entrance,  choice  of  course,  and  a  free  copy  of  a 
beautifully  illustrated  descriptive  booklet,  write  to  the  Registrar,  University  College,  University 
of  Toronto,  Toronto,  Ontario. 

For  information  on  courses  in  Arts,  Medicine,  Applied  Science  and  Engineering,  Household 
Science,  Education,  Forestry,  Music,  Graduate  Studies,  Dentistry,  Social  Science,  Nursing,  the  new 
Course  in  Physical  and  Health  Education,  the  new  Honour  Course  in  Geography,  the  Honour  Course 
in  Commerce,  the  Honour  Courses  in  Fine  Art  and  in  Music,  etc.,  write  the  Registrar  of  the  Uni- 
versity. For  particulars  regarding  the  Pass  Course  for  Teachers,  Evening  Classes,  Summer  Session, 
courses  in  Occupational  Therapy,  in  Physiotherapy,  in  Aerial  Navigation,  and  in  Business,  write  to 
the  Director  of  University  Extension. 
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102  Lombard  St. 
Toronto 


Write  for  Catalogue 
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KINGSTON  ONTARIO 

Incorporated  by  Royal  Charter  ISil 

Situated  in  the  oldest  city  in  Ontario;  30  modern  buildings;  annual  registration  about  4,700;  health 
insurance  provided  during  session;  placement  office  helps  students  to  find  summer  work  and  gradu- 
ates to  get  jobs. 
ARTS — Courses  leading  to  the  degrees  of  B.A.,  M.A.,  B.  Com.,  M.  Com.    Part  of  the  work  may  be 

done    by    Summer    School    and  Correspondence. 
SCIENCE  —  Courses  leading  to  the  degree  of  B.Sc.    and    M.Sc.    in    Chemistry,    Mineralogy    and 

Geology,  Physics  and  in  Mining,  Chemical,  Civil,  Mechanical  and  Electrical  Engineering. 
MEDICINE  —  Courses  leading  to  the  dregree  of  M.D.,    CM.   and   M.Sc,   and    the    Diploma    of 

Public  Health. 

Matriculation  Pamphlet,  sent  on  request,  includes  complete  list  of  scholarships  and  prizes 

awarded  on  entrance  and  on  University  work. 

Write  for  a  copy  of  QUEEN'S  IN  PICTURES. 
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ADVERTISING  DIRECTORY^ 


Again  we  wish  to  acknowledge  the  support  we  have  received  from  our  advertisers. 

Although  our  advertisers  were  asked  for  only  half  the  space  taken  in  former  years,  many 
of  these  advertisers  placed  orders  for  the  regular  allotment.  This  issue  of  The  Echoes  was 
published  only  as  a  result  of  their  fine  co-operation. 

Without  the  help  and  assistance  received  from  the  following  advertisers,  the  publication  of 
The  Echoes  of  1941  would  have  been  impossible. 


STUDENTS  — BUY 
OUR  ADVERTISERS'  PRODUCTS 
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Peterborough  Collegiate  and 
Vocational  School 


COLLEGIATE  INSTITUTE 

In  the  Collegiate  Institute  pupils  are  prepared  for  entrance  into  the  Normal 
Schools,  the  Universities,  and  Professional  Schools.  Attendance  for  four  years,  and 
in  most  cases,  five,  is  required  to  complete  the  studies  in  this  school. 

VOCATIONAL  SCHOOL 

In  the  Commercial  Department  of  the  Vocational  School  pupils  are  prepared  for 
commercial  pursuits.  It  requires  four  years  to  obtain  a  Commercial  Graduation 
Diploma.  This  may  be  obtained  either  through  the  Secretarial  Course  for  Girls  or 
the  Accountancy  Course  for  Boys.  In  addition  there  is  a  Special  One  Year  Course 
in  purely  commercial  subjects  for  those  who  have  successfully  completed  at  least 
three  years  of  a  regular  High  School  course  or  for  those  who  are  graduates  of  either 
the  Household  Economics  or  Industrial  Arts  Departments. 

In  the  Industrial  Arts  Department  of  the  Vocational  School  courses  are  offered 
in  Draughting,  Machine  Shop  Practice,  Woodworking,  Auto  Mechanics,  and  Elec- 
tricity. In  this  department  boys  are  trained  for  industrial  pursuits.  The  length  of 
the  course  is  four  years. 

In  the  Household  Economics  Department  of  the  Vocational  School  girls  are 
taught  Sewing,  Dressmaking,  Millinery,  Home  Nursing,  Home  Management,  Cook- 
ing, and  Applied  Art.   The  length  of  the  course  is  four  years. 

In  each  of  the  three  departments  of  the  Vocational  School  a  good  general 
education  is  given  along  with  the  special  training  in  the  purely  vocational  subjects. 

NIGHT  CLASSES 

Vocational  Night  Classes  will  open  in  October,  1941,  and  will  continue  until 
March,  1942.  During  the  past  year  instruction  was  given  in  Auto  Mechanics,  Blue 
Print  Reading,  Bookkeeping,  Chemistry  for  Nurses,  Cooking,  Dress  Making,  Electro- 
chemistry, Industrial  and  Elementary  Electricity,  Machine  Design,  Machine  Draw- 
ing, Machine  Shop  Practice,  Mathematics,  Mechanical  Drawing,  Salesmanship, 
Stenography,  Tool  Design,  Typewriting,  Woodworking. 

WAR  EMERGENCY  CLASSES 

Since  the  first  of  the  year  courses  have  been  conducted  in  War  Emergency  Work 
on  a  twenty-four  hour  basis.  Training  in  Electricity  and  in  Auto  Mechanics  is  also 
given  to  classes  from  Royal  Canadian  Engineer  units. 

All  the  courses  mentioned  above  have  the  approval  of  the  Provincial  Depart- 
ment of  Education. 

MR.  D.  G.  H.  MELTON,  DR.  H.  R.  H.  KENNER,  B.A., 

Chairman.  Board  of  Education  Principal 

MR.  G.  A.  MACDONALD,  MR.  J.  E.  HUGGINS 

Chairman,  Advisory   Vocational  Committee  Secretary-Treasurer,  Board  of  Education 
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"Come  then,  let  ns  to  the  task,  to  the  battle  and 
the  toil.  Let  us  go  forward  together  in  all  parts  of  the 
Empire,  in  all  parts  of  this  Island  .  .  .  There  is  not  a 
week,  nor  a  day,  nor  an  hour  to  be  lost." 


In  appreciation  of  inspiring  leadership  this  issue  of  The  Echoes  is  dedicated  to 

WUtUoH.  Sfi^ficen^  QUu^uUuU 

Leader  of  the  British  peoples  in  this  second  Great  War 
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JOTTINGS  BY  THE  PRINCIPAU 


1941 

Another  year  has  come  and  gone  and  I  have  been  again 
honored  by  the  request  to  chronicle  some  school  jottings. 

Attendance 

For  the  &st  time  in  many  years  our  attendance  figures 
are  lower  than  they  were  in  the  preceding  year.  In 
October,  1940,  we  had  1185  pupils  enrolled,  while  this 
year  we  have  only  1090  pupils  in  attendance.  Of  these 
807  are  from  the  city,  while  28.3  are  from  counties  con- 
tiguous to  the  city. 

The  reason  for  this  drop  in  attendance  is  the  fact  that 
the  Entrance  class  was  much  smaller  this  year,  and 
owing  to  greater  activity  in  the  manufacturing  plants  of 
the  city  more  pupils  secured  employment  before  finish- 
ing their  schooUng. 

Staff  Changes 

Mr.  W.  E.  Jackson,  who  was  appointed  to  the  Voca- 
tional staff  in  1937,  and  who  served  in  the  war  of  1914- 
1918,  asked  for  and  was  given  leave  of  absence  during 
the  duration  of  the  war.  Mr.  Jackson  afterwards  chang- 
ed his  plans  and  tendered  his  resignation  as  a  member 
of  the  staff.  We  were  fortunate  in  securing  Bob  Maybee 
as  his  successor.  Mr.  Maybee  is  a  graduate  of  Peter- 
borough Collegiate  and  Vocational  School  and  comes  to 
us  highly  recommended. 

The  Commercial  course  by  Departmental  regulation 
has  been  lengthened  from  a  three  to  a  four  years'  course. 
This  made  necessary  the  addition  of  an  extra  teacher  to 
the  Commercial  staff.  Mr.  O.  C.  Simmers.  B.A.,  was 
selected  to  fill  the  position.  Mr.  Simmers  is  an  honour 
graduate  of  Western  University  and  a  Commercial 
Specialist.  He  has  had  seven  years'  experience  in  teach- 
ing Commercial  subjects  and  is  a  decided  acquisition  to 
the  staff. 

Industrial  Activity 

The  Vocational  School  at  present  is  a  regular  Hive  of 
Industry.  It  is  filled  to  capacity  and  operates  not  from 
9  until  4,  but  from  7  a.m.  right  around  the  clock  to  7 
a.m.  next  morning.  There  is  a  greater  demand  for  skilled 
workers   than   can   be  supplied. 

Our  Unreturning  Brave 

In  Memoriam 
Ross  Allen  and  Christy  Mason,  who  made  the  Supreme 
Sacrifice  in  1940      Requiescant  in  Pace. 

Thank  You 

The  pupils  of  the  school  have  excelled  themselves  in 
doing  various  kinds  of  war  work.  In  this  they  have  been 
ably  guided  by  members  of  the  staff  and  one  and  all 
have  shown  a  fine  spirit  of  co-operation  worthy  of  all 
praise. 

Many  gave  up  part  of  their  summer  holidays  to  make 
surgical  dressings  and  to  knit  and  sew.  Outstanding  was 
the  sale  of  War  Savings  stamps  and  certificates.  I  wish 
to  thank  one  and  all  for  keeping  up  the  honour  of 
P.C.V.S. 


The  Echoes 

Those  responsible  for  the  publication  of  The  Echoes 
gave  considerable  time  and  thought  to  the  answer  of  the 
question,  "Shall  we  publish  The  Echoes  this  year  or  not?" 
They  took  a  middle  course  and  decided — wisely,  we 
think — to  reduce  the  size  and  give  to  the  advertisers  and 
pupils  the  benefit  of  the  lessened  cost.  The  publication 
of  The  Echoes  entails  much  time  and  labour  and  the 
pupils  and  teachers  connected  with  it  are  deserving  of 
the  thanks  of  the  student  body. 

The  Students'  Council 

The  executive  of  the  Students'  Council  looks  after  the 
extra-curricular  activities  connected  with  the  school.  The 
members  are  kept  busy  from  September  to  June.  Warren 
Gamble,  this  year's  president  of  the  Council,  has  had  a 
successful  year  and  has  done  very  well,  indeed. 

I  wish  to  personally  thank  Mr.  H.  H.  Graham  and  Mr. 
F.  E.  Johnston,  the  two  teachers  who  represented  the 
staff  on  the  Coimcil,  for  their  arduous  and  highly  suc- 
cessful labours  in  connection  with  the  Students'  Council. 

Congratulations 

Winning  University  scholarships  is  becoming  a  habit 
at  P.C.V.S.  Last  summer  WilUam  Henry  won  a  Pro- 
vincial Scholarship  in  General  Proficiency  at  Queen's 
University.  The  scholarship  was  worth  $996.  Barrie 
Jack  also  won  a  scholarship  in  English  at  the  same 
University. 

Advice  to  Students 

The  present  war  will  sooner  or  later  cease.  The  old 
Order  has  been  a  ghastly  failure  and  will  give  place  to  a 
New  one.  To  fit  yourselves  for  this  new  and  better  world 
sustained  effort  on  your  part  will  be  required.  School 
days  come  but  once.  You  cannot  afford  to  waste  a  single 
day. 

Canada  will  be  one  of  the  foremost  nations  in  the 
post-war  period.  How  proud  you  ought  to  be  of  the  fact 
that  you  are  a  Canadian  citizen!  Here  is  a  land  which 
reaps  all  the  benefits  of  monarchy  without  the  caste  and 
cost  of  monarchy;  a  land  where  there  is  no  degradation 
in  honest  toil  and  ample  chances  for  the  honest  toiler; 
a  land  which  has  started  its  national  existence  with  a 
kindling  love  of  Freedom,  a  quickened  onset  of  Inquiry, 
and  a  reverent  love  of  Truth.  We  feel  that  never  did  a 
country  begin  under  fairer  auspices,  and  that  if  Canada's 
children  be  but  true  to  themselves,  they  will  establish  a 
stable  commonwealth  rich  in  all  the  virtues  which  make 
nations  great,  mighty  in  those  irresistible  moral  forces 
which  make  a  people  strong.  Esto  perpetual  May  no 
Marius  sit  among  the  ruins  of  a  promise  so  fair. 
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EDITORIALS^ 


Winston  Churchill 


When  Winston  Spenser  Churchill  was  twenty- 
five  he  escaped  from  a  Boer  prison-camp  to  find 
himself  after  three  hundred  miles  of  desperate 
flight  a  national  hero.  On  his  way  home  after 
that  war  he  passed  through  our  city,  and  old 
inhabitants  today  can  remember  the  slim  lisp- 
ing youth  who  retailed  his  experiences  across 
the  footlights  of  the  old  Grand  Opera  House. 
To-day  thousands  of  homes  boast  a  picture  of 
Winston  Churchill  smiling  his  Victory  Smile; 
and  passing  in  to  breakfast  many  thousand 
citizens  of  the  Empire  look  up  to  him  as  their 
leader  and  bid  him  an  affectionate  good- 
morning. 

He  is  the  warrior-poet  of  our  day.  He  has 
fought  all  his  life  in  the  Empire's  wars,  often 
the  only  executive  on  whose  head  new  facts 
made  their  impression.  In  1914  as  First  Lord  of 
the  Admiralty  he  overrode  Parliamentary  veto 
on  the  eve  of  conflict  to  order  his  fleet  to  battle 
stations,  so  that  on  the  fourth  of  August,  five 
minutes  after  the  command  to  begin  hostilities, 
the  fleet  was  ready.  He  foresaw  the  air-raids, 
feared  the  submarine,  practically  invented  the 
tank. 

A  man  who  lives  the  full  and  vigourous  life 
needs  a  hobby  to  stay  sane.  Churchill  has  many. 
During  the  black  months  after  the  fiasco  at 
Gallipoli  he  first  "Assaulted  the  canvas  with  a 
furious  cavalry  charge",  and  he  has  painted 
ever  since.  In  his  years  of  idleness  in  the 
nineteen-twenties  he  wrote  a  standard  history 
of  the  conflict,  and  a  biography  of  his  great 
ancestor  the  Duke  of  Marlborough.  With  the 
royalties  from  his  history  he  financed  a  country 
home,  and  himself  laid  the  bricks  in  the  long 
wall  surrounding  the  estate.  When  the  brick- 
layers' union  objected  he  filled  out  a  card  and 
applied  for  membership.  His  house-guests 
worked  too,  under  compulsion,  despite  damage 
to  their  clothes.  He  said  it  would  do  their  souls 
good. 

By  the  power  of  the  spoken  word  Winston 
Churchill  has  reunited  England  to  meet  the  foe. 
His  great  phrases  are  on  everyone's  lips.  All 
Englishmen  hear  Shakespeare's  England  calling 
to  their  hearts  as  one  of  the  great  symphonic 
speeches  thunders  up  to  a  memorable  close: 
"Let  us  therefore  brace  ourselves  to  our  duty 
and  so  bear  ourselves  that  if  the  British  Com- 
monwealth and  Empire  last  for  a  thousand 
years  men  will  still  say,  'This  was  their  finest 
hour'!" 

Churchill  with  the  inevitable  cigar  whispers 
to  himself  as  he  writes  or  dictates.  No  sentence 
is  put  down  until  he  has  tried  it  several  times 


this  way  and  that.  The  rhythm  of  his  own 
language  sways  him;  instinctively  he  alliterates. 
Each  word  must  have  the  right  sound  and 
flavour  and  proper  balance  in  his  mind.  As  the 
great  ascending  climaxes  roll  up,  Churchill 
sitting  impassioned  at  his  desk  becomes  a  child 
with  a  happy  cupid's  face:  the  mischievous  child 
who  dictated  essays  to  his  companions  in  re- 
turn for  Latin  translations.  Churchill  the 
"Lisping  Cicero"  is  Britain's  hero  to-day: 
Churchill  the  phrasemaker. 

This  is  a  war  of  strong  personalities.  It  is  a 
strange  man  whom  we  have  seen  at  work,  who 
directs  the  sailing  of  the  British  fleet  and  the 
disposition  of  British  armies  from  his  desk  at 
Downing  Street.  The  adversary  is  no  less 
astonishing:  the  paperhanger  who  orders  the 
march  of  armies  and  who  has  created  a  pas- 
sionate hysteria  by  the  multiplication  of  shout- 
ed phrases.  But  there  is  nothing  in  the  reper- 
tory of  the  little  Viennese  postcard-artist  to 
equal  the  true  Wagnerian  sweep  of  words  like 
these  from  the  fine  old  Warrior-poet  fighting 
to-day  on  behalf  of  all  civilized  nations  for 
freedom: 

"We  cannot  flag  or  fail.  We  shall  go  to  the 
end  .  .  .  We  shall  defend  this  island  whatever 
the  cost  may  be.  We  shall  fight  on  the  beaches, 
we  shall  fight  on  the  landing-grounds,  we  shall 
fight  in  the  fields  and  streets,  and  in  the  hills. 
We  shall  never  surrender,  and  even  if,  which 
I  do  not  for  a  moment  believe,  this  Island,  or 
even  a  part  of  it,  is  subjugated  and  starving, 
then  our  Empire  across  the  seas,  armed  and 
guarded  by  the  British  fleet,  will  carry  on  the 
struggle  until,  in  God's  good  time,  the  new 
world  in  all  its  strength  and  might  sets  forth  to 
the  rescue  and  liberation  of  the  old." 


Hugh  Kenner. 


»ur 


// 


Thank  You 


// 


Our  sincere  thanks  this  year  go  to  the  many 
students  who  entered  literary  contributions 
without  the  stimulus  of  prize-giving,  and  also 
to  Mr.  Hale,  Miss  Park,  and  Miss  McBride,  who 
boosted  the  competition  in  their  classes  and 
then  spent  hours  judging  the  entries.  We  feel 
that  their  co-operation  has  justified  our  war- 
time decision  to  abolish  prizes. 

We  would  also  thank  Mr.  Toole,  the  efficient 
business  supervisor  of  The  Echoes;  Mr.  Shearer 
and  Miss  Lees,  who  headed  an  enthusiastic 
advertising  staff;  Mr.  Henry,  who  looked  after 
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the  engraving  and  the  new-style  photography; 
Miss  Thompson,  the  art  supervisor;  and  finally 
Mr.  C.  S.  Browne,  who  saw  to  the  selling  of  the 
magazine. 

Although  this  year  our  staff  was  greatly  re- 
duced, those  who  remained,  by  their  hard  and 
faithful  work  made  it  possible  for  us  to  produce 
this  war-time  Echoes. 

A  special  word  of  appreciation  is  due  to  Miss 
McGregor,  our  supervisor  of  printing,  without 
whose  interest  and  untiring  assistance  we 
would  not  be  able  to  publish  the  magazine  at 
aU. 

Hugh  Kenneh 

Small  Extravagances 

I  have  often  noticed  that  almost  everyone 
has  his  own  small  extravagance — some  careless 
habit  of  wasting  pennies — and  ordinarily  this 
does  not  call  for  too  deep  a  frown.  In  fact  a 
peculiar  small  extravagance  often  adds  per- 
sonality to  the  individual.  But  does  anyone 
need  to  be  reminded  that  these  are  war  days! 
Every  extra  penny  is  needed  by  the  country — 
and  there  is  also  that  bothersome  theory  in 
Economics  that  the  value  of  the  dollar  is  de- 
creased with  the  increase  of  money  spent.  Con- 
sequently small  extravagances  must  be  exam- 
ined under  a  more  penetrating  light. 

First  a  plea  will  be  made  to  all  soda  fountain 
frequenters.  After  all,  boys,  perhaps  that  game 
of  hockey  at  night  would  be  snappier  if  that 
gooey,  twenty-cent  double  hot  fudge  sundae 
was  resisted  after  school.  Girls,  do  I  dare  to 
mention  that  hundreds  of  calories  are  contained 
in  such  a  concoction  of  ice  cream,  chocolate, 
nuts  and  whipped  cream? 

An  elderly  lady  of  my  acquaintance,  for  no 
good  reason  that  I  know,  drinks  a  little  tea  with 
her  sugar,  and  leaves,  at  the  end  of  each  meal,  a 
not  too  small  chunk  of  butter  and  a  portion  of 
buttered  bread  to  keep  the  dirty  dishes  com- 
pany. After  so  many  years  of  generosity, 
wouldn't  this  be  the  ideal  time  to  deprive  the 
tea  cup  of  the  saturated  sugar  in  its  base  and 
the  side  plate  of  the  slowly  melting  grease? 

Movie  lovers  insist  that  each  coming  attrac- 
tion is  bound  to  be  the  best  feature  of  the  year. 
Don't  waste  time  and  money  then  —  see  the 
movie  each  December  thirty-first  to  make  cer- 
tain of  complete  value  for  your  money! 

Just  what  is  the  well-dressed  lady  wearing 
this  year?  With  so  many  chic  costumes  on 
parade,  that  question  is  extremely  difficult  to 
answer.  So  please  don't  confuse  the  men 
(secretly  that  is  your  excuse  for  such  extravag- 
ance) with  too  many  smart  and  still  smarter 
outfits. 

How  many  of  you  can  truthfully  say  that  at 
least  three  nights  in  the  week  you  don't  drop 


into  your  favorite  lunch  stand  (just  to  see  how 
many  of  the  gang  are  there)  and  (just  for  some- 
thing to  do)  order  a  coke  and  plug  a  nickel  or 
two  in  the  jute  box  to  hear  Tommy  Dorsey  or 
Glenn  Miller  in  the  "latest"  tune?  Let  Grand- 
ma tell  you  that  it  would  be  greatly  to  your  ad- 
vantage to  turn  on  the  radio  and  enjoy  a  cold 
glass  of  milk  at  home.  Take  it  or  leave  it,  but 
it  would  be  a  saving. 

Mothers  no  longer  frown  and  say  "What  is 
this  younger  generation  coming  to?"  when  the 
lily  comes  down  to  breakfast  obviously  gilded. 
That  is,  if  it  is  not  too  obviously  gilded.  Keep 
that  frown  from  your  mother's  brow  and  that 
tiresome  question  from  her  lips  by  using  those 
precious  and  expensive  paints  sparingly. 

I  am  not  going  to  beg,  or  even  suggest,  that 
you  human  smoke-screens  give  up  cigarettes, 
for  you  all  have  probably  done  so  at  one  time 
or  another  and  returned  to  them  with  renewed 
zest.  However,  I  am  told  that  to  "roll  your 
own"  can  become  quite  an  art,  and  the  cost  of 
the  annoying  habit  is  cut  almost  four-fifths. 
Wouldn't  that  be  a  real  saving? 

Day  in,  day  out,  we  are  reproved — "Who  left 
that  basement  light  on?"  .  .  .  "Must  the  radio 
be  on  when  no  one  is  listening  to  it?"  .  .  .  "An- 
other run,  no  wonder — three  thread  chiffon!" 
.  .  .  "What!  More  money  for  that  expensive 
hobby  of  yours."  .  .  .  "To  the  waste  paper  basket 
with  that  gum!"  Little  heed  have  we  paid  to 
such  trivial  extravagances  in  the  past. 

Have  I  convinced  any  of  you — for  I  have  my- 
self— that  petty  wastes,  however  pleasant,  are 
really  unnecessary?  So,  shall  we  say,  —  "Till 
the  Lights  of  London  Shine  Again  begone,  you 
small  extravagances!" 

Muriel  E.  McCarrell. 


Purple  Patches 


"Inceptis  gravibus  plerumque  et  magna  professis 
purpureus  late  qui  splendeat,  unus  et  alter 
adsuituT  pannus."  Horace,  De  Arte  Poetica. 

Often  to  weighty  enterprises  and  such  as  profess 
great  objects,  one  or  two  purple  patches  are  sewn 
on  to  make  a  fine  display  in  the  distance. 

The  Echoes  is  primarily  a  record  for  the 
future,  in  the  quotation  from  Horace,  our 
"weighty  enterprise".  The  Literary  Section,  not 
contributing  anything  to  the  record,  is  only  a 
purple  patch  "sewn  on  to  make  a  fine  display". 

Although  no  prizes  were  given  this  year,  the 
display  is  indeed  fine.  It  was  always  thought 
that  contributions  should  be  made  for  the 
honour  of  seeing  them  in  print.  Now  we  know 
that  prizes  are  not  necessary.  School  spirit  is 
enougn.  Margaret  Westbte. 
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Our  Task 

The  task  confronting  modern  youth  is  that  of 
uniting  all  the  nations  of  the  world  in  a  com- 
mon feeling  of  co-operation.  Although  the  way 
be  long,  the  burden  heavy,  and  the  journey 
dangerous,  we,  of  the  present  generation,  must 
forge  ahead  with  this  aim  ever  before  us. 

We  must  begin  our  plans  now,  if  we  are  to 
succeed  in  our  attempt  to  link  the  nations  of  the 
world  together.  A  necessary  preparation  is  to 
begin  to  think  clearly  and  broadly.  Narrow, 
prejudiced  minds  which  see  only  one  side  of 
life  must  be  enlarged.  We  must  think  in  terms 
of  nations  as  well  as  in  terms  of  our  own  com- 
munity. We  must  think,  not  only  of  the  youth 
of  Canada  but  also  of  all  the  youth  of  the  world 
regardless  of  race  or  creed. 

To  think  clearly  is  just  as  important  as  to 
think  broadly.  The  grief  of  sudden  failure  or  the 
joy  of  quick  success  should  not  cloud  our  minds. 
We  must  keep  cool  and  collected,  at  all  times. 
We  must  weigh  every  issue  carefully  before 
acting,  and  when  we  do  act,  it  must  be  with  a 
strong  conviction  that  the  deed  is  right. 

To  think  clearly  and  broadly  without  being 
able  to  express  our  thoughts  would  be  useless. 
Regardless  of  the  field  in  which  our  life  work 
lies,  we  must  be  prepared  to  impress  upon  our 
fellow  men  the  necessity  of  a  united  crusade 
with  international  friendship  as  the  goal. 

Youth  must  look  to  the  future.  It  is  our  task 
to  establish  and  maintain  international  accord 
and  friendship.  We  must  succeed  where  others 
have  failed.  Bitterness,  hatred,  jealousy,  and 
greed  must  vanish  and  in  their  place  the  forces 
of  love,  friendship,  co-operation  and  obedience 
must  stand  united.  Petty  disputes  and  jealous 
arguments  must  be  forgotten  if  we  are  to 
achieve  a  successful  union  of  the  people  of  this 
world.  We  must  begin  to  destroy  these  vices 
now,  in  our  own  communities  and  later  apply 
our  experience  to  the  whole  world. 

In  looking  toward  the  future,  youth  must  not 
forget  the  lessons  of  the  past.  People  whose 
slanderous  tongues,  underhand  methods,  and 
secret  organizations  endanger  world  friendship 
and  co-operation  must  be  prevented  from 
spreading  their  doctrines  of  hatred  and  envy. 
We  must  profit  from  the  mistakes  made  by  our 
predecessors  in  allowing  international  gangster- 
ism to  gain  hold,  and  we  must  prevent  such  ele- 
ments from  seizing  control  again. 

Although  the  real  building  of  friendship  must 
be  done  in  the  future,  the  corner  stone  has  al- 
ready been  laid.The  League  of  Nations,  although 
failing  politically,  showed  by  its  work  in  relief, 
health,  and  labour  that  such  a  union  is  valuable 
and  might  have  risen  to  even  greater  heights  of 
success  if  the  feeling  of  understanding  had  not 
been   lost.   This   spirit   is   reviving.   The   Pan- 


American  Union  offers  another  example  of 
nations  working  together.  As  a  result,  age-old 
disputes  have  been  settled  amicably  instead  of 
by  war  and  bloodshed.  The  task  has  been  begun. 
We  must  finish  the  job. 

The  dawn  of  a  new  day  is  steadily  approach- 
ing. Youth's  part  will  be  to  insure  world-wide 
co-operation  in  this  new  era.  The  challenge  is 
ours  and  we  must  take  the  torch  of  friendship 
and  hold  it  high. 

Bob  Carlet 

Intramural  Sports — Continued 

This  is  really  a  continuation  of  the  editorial 
on  intramural  sports  written  by  Frank  Smoke 
in  last  year's  edition  of  The  Echoes.  His  sug- 
gestion has  been  followed  up  in  part  and  we  are 
advocating  a  still  further  and  more  intensive 
program  of  sports. 

This  year  Basketball  and  Volleyball  schedules 
were  drawn  up  and  the  forms  battled  it  out  in 
the  gymnasium.  Form  V-A  won  the  Basketball 
championship  and  V-A  also  won  the  Volley- 
ball championship  and  so  we  extend  to  them 
our  most  hearty  congratulations.  The  fault 
here  was  the  lack  of  spectators.  Where  were  all 
you  sport  fans?  This  fault  can  be  laid  only  at 
the  door  of  the  student-body  itself.  Well  what 
about  a  baseball  schedule  this  spring  also? 
Hockey  was  played  independently  by  the 
process  of  one  form  challenging  another.  Here 
the  lack  of  organization  caused  contradictions 
as  to  the  proper  score  and  many  arguments  re- 
sulted and  at  the  end  of  them  all  no  one  knew 
what  the  score  really  was.  All  this  could  be 
averted  with  a  small  amount  of  effort  on  the 
part  of  the  B.A.A.  and  G.A.A.  or  some  other 
organization  to  provide  some  team,  sport,  etc., 
for  each  member  of  a  form.  Those  who,  because 
of  physical  defects,  could  not  take  in  these 
sports,  might  form  a  cheering  squad.  These  in- 
terform  games  stimulate  school  spirit  and  are 
good  training  for  the  school  teams.  The  number 
of  different  schools  on  our  interscholastic 
schedules  is  steadily  decreasing  which  makes 
intramural  sports  a  necessity  if  we  are  to  have 
sports  at  all. 

In  our  midst  we  have  skating,  bowling, 
swimming,  baseball  and  tennis  enthusiasts  not 
to  mention  the  woe-begone  members  of  our  late 
lamented  fencing  club.  What  are  our  Athletic 
Associations  for  if  they  don't  organize  our 
sports  or  are  they  just  a  little  afraid  to  do  some 
work  of  real  benefit  to  the  student  body?  Re- 
ferees and  umpires  for  these  sports  might  be 
chosen  from  Upper  School  or  from  the  teachers 
who  might  be  prevailed  upon  to  supervise 
them,  as  they  do  the  school  dances.  The  fencing 
equipment  which  was  purchased  last  year  at 
considerable  expense  is  being  put  to  no  better 
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use  than  to  provide  something  for  the  rust  to 
accumulate  on.  Why  not  at  least  make  use  of 
what  we  have? 

We  have  definitely  proved  intramural  sports 
can  be  a  success  at  P.C.I.  We  therefore  hope 
that  the  G.A.A.  and  B.A.A.  will  continue  to 
organize  a  more  intensive  program  of  sports 
along  the  lines  above  suggested. 

Lloyd  Williamson, 


The  Echoes  In  Wartime 

Some  students  think  that  there  should  be  no 
wartime  Echoes.  Such  publications,  they  say, 
are  non-essentials  and  should  give  way  to 
patriotic  work.  The  advisory  board  and  the 
student  executive,  after  careful  consideration, 
decided  to  publish  the  magazine  as  usual.  The 
publication  will  be  an  interesting  and  valuable 
record  of  the  school's  war  effort.  It  is  the  one 
medium  which  unites  every  part  of  the  school 
in  a  common  interest,  and  what  can  be  more 
important  than  unity  in  the  great  task  which  is 
before  us! 

Having  made  our  decision,  we  have  tried  to 
suit  our  publication  to  a  war  year.  Plans  were 
made  to  cut  down  the  magazine — about  one- 
quarter.  The  art  and  photography  contests,  the 
prizes  for  the  literary  competition,  were 
abolished.  The  dance  for  the  form  selling  the 
most  copies  of  The  Echoes  was  likewise 
abolished.  The  price  of  the  magazine  was  de- 
creased about  one-third.  The  advertisers  were 
asked  to  take  but  half  their  usual  space.  The 
work  has  been  done  by  a  considerably 
smaller  staff,  and  the  effort  required  of  each 
was  greater  in  that  his  work  was  seldom  limited 
to  one  department. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  staff  was  small, 
The  Echoes  has  undertaken  its  own  piece  of  war 
work,  the  Active  Service  List.  Newspaper 
clippings  concerning  ex-students,  now  on  active 
service,  have  been  pasted  into  a  huge  scrapbook 
along  with  the  addresses  wherever  possible. 
These  addresses  are  available  to  any  organiza- 
tion and  have  already  been  used  by  two,  for 
the  sending  of  Christmas  parcels. 

And  so  may  our  readers  realize  that  The 
Echoes  has  endeavoured  to  use  a  fitting  war- 
time economy.  We  hope  to  carry  on  through  the 
war  years,  even  though  our  magazine  be  re- 
duced to  a  small  mimeographed  copy. 

Norma  Tevilin. 


Things  We'll  Remember 

We'll  remember  the  long  halls  that  stretch 
from  one  side  of  the  school  to  the  other,  and  the 
slippery  marble  steps  on  the  front  stairs, — the 
plum-coloured  velvet  stage  curtains  with  their 
heavy  gold  fringe,  and  the  inscription  carved 
in  gold  letters  on  the  white  wall  above.  We'll 
remember  the  show-cases  of  interesting  birds 
(and  a  sparrow)  on  the  top  floor,  and  the 
bulletin  boards  with  their  business-like  mes- 
sages. We'll  cherish  the  memory  of  the  gas  jets 
in  the  Chemistry  Lab,  (was  there  ever  one  of 
us  who  didn't  turn  them  on,  just  to  be  sure  they 
worked?)  and  the  odd  collection  of  "pickled" 
beasts,  birds  and  bugs  in  the  Physics  Room. 
(We'll  probably  never  forget  those  Physics 
exams  we  struggled  through,  either).  We'll  re- 
member the  "click,  click"  of  the  typewriters  of 
the  Commercial  students  and  the  odours  from 
the  Cooking  Room  that  made  our  mouths  water. 
We'll  remember  the  sensational  blue  P.T.  imi- 
forms  and  our  huge  gym  with  its  cool  brick 
walls. 

We'll  conjure  up  fond  thoughts  of  sliding 
down  a  bannister  on  an  impulse,  and  of  meet- 
ing a  stern-faced  teacher  at  the  laottom.  We'll 
talk  about  those  (words  fail  us  here)  middies 
which  seemed  "lovely"  to  anyone  who  didn't 
have  to  wear  them  and  iron  them.  Then  we'll 
remember  the  awful  rumour  that  went  'round 
to  the  effect  that  girls  wearing  ankle  sox  would 
be  expelled.  We'll  remember  the  short-lived 
fad  of  pinning  tiny  silver  bells  to  skirt  hems 
and  the  dark,  menacing  eyes  of  teachers  upon 
us.  (Tis  said  the  fad  came  to  a  quite  sudden  and 
terrifying  end — We  shudder  at  the  blood-curd- 
ling story!) 

Then  how  could  we  forget  the  time  someone 
hid  teacher's  text  book  for  two  whole  days,  or 
the  time  we  had  the  waste  basket  carried  down 
the  aisle  to  us  (imagine!)  when  we  forgot  and 
visibly  chewed  our  gum.  We'll  remember  the 
thousand  times  we  wrote  "Silence  is  Golden" 
for  talking  in  class,  and  the  time,  when  for  the 
same  offense,  we  stood  in  a  corner  for  a  whole 
period!  How  we  shuddered  when  the  Inspector 
lurked  stealthily  in  Latin  class,  and  how  we 
wished  we  were  in  China  when  it  was  our  turn 
to  translate  in  French!  And  we'll  always  and 
always  remember  Algebra,  simply  because  we 
can't  get  its  horrible  memory  off  our  minds. 
We'll  remember  the  smiling  friendly  faces  in 
the  locker  rooms,  and  the  quarrels  and  even  the 
tears! 

But  above  all,  we'll  remember  the  four  most 
important  initials  in  our  school  life,  and  every- 
thing so  dear  for  which  they  stand:  yes, — 
we'll  never,  never  forget  our  P.C.V.S.! 

Maralin  Munro. 
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PURPLE  PATCHES^ 


He  Did  Not  Forget 

by  ELEANOR  GLOVER,  XIII  A  AC. 


The  new  snow  covering  the  sidewalks  of 
New  York  was  being  viciously  disrupted  from 
its  placid  state  of  rest  that  morning  by  the  toes 
of  a  certain  small  pair  of  heavy  black  over- 
shoes. These  toes  were  digging  down  into  the 
snow  and  sending  little  sprays  of  white  balls 
before  them  as  they  were  dragged,  slowly  and 
dejectedly  along. 

On  closer  observation  the  overshoes  were 
found  to  be  attached  to  a  small  boy,  Peter  by 
name,  whose  eyes  were  closely  following  the 
action  of  his  feet.  His  whole  appearance  was 
downcast,  from  his 
toes  which  we  have 
already  described, 
and  his  hands  which 
were  lost  in  the 
depths  of  the  big 
pockets  in  his  blue 
home-made  coat,  up 
to  the  tassel  hang- 
ing from  the  top  of 
his  red  toque. 

"Hi  Pete!"  The 
loud  shout  broke  the 
silence  of  the  morn- 


mg  air. 

In  answer,  an  al- 
most inaudible  "Hi", 
emerged  from  the 
folds  of  the  snow- 
white,  neatly  darn- 
ed muffler  tied  about 
Peter's  neck. 

The  voice,  un- 
daunted, continued. 
"Look  't  the  swell 
sleigh  I  got  for 
Christmas,  Pete." 

The  various  merits 
of  the  sleigh  having 
been  duly  viewed 
and  acknowledged,  Peter's  friend  desired  to 
know  what  Peter  had  received  from  the  idolized 
Santa  Claus,  whereupon  Peter  gave  the  follow- 
ing explanation: 

"Yuh  see,  I  didn't  know  what  I  wanted  for 
Christmas,  so  I  wrote  to  Santa  Claus  and  told 
him  to  bring  what  he  thought  I'd  like  best.  I 
wanted  a  pair  of  skates,  or  a  puppy  at  least,  but 
he  only  left  me  a  jack-knife.  It's  a  swell  jack- 
knife  if  I'd  wanted  it." 

"Maybe  he  ain't  been  able  to  think  up  what 
y'd  like  yet.  Maybe  he'll  give  you  somethun' 
else  when  he  thinks  of  it." 


Peter  then  continued  on  his  solitary  way.' 


"That's  what  mum  said,  but  if  he's  gonna  give 
me  something  else  I  wish  he'd  hurry  up.  I 
think  he's  forgotten  all  about  it." 

Peter  then  continued  on  his  solitary  way 
while  his  friend  departed  with  the  shining  sled. 
Peter's  mother  and  father  would  not  return 
home  until  evening,  so  that  he  had  a  whole 
day  at  his  disposal,  during  which  he  might  go 
wherever  he  pleased,  regardless  of  the  distance. 
He  didn't  care  where  he  was  going.  In  fact  he 
didn't  care  about  anything  today.  Even  a  dog 
fight  was  passed  by  with  only  a  casual  glance — 

a  very  rare  occur- 
rence indeed.  He 
trudged  along  until 
his  wanderings  fin- 
ally came  to  an  end 
at  the  Opera  House. 
Many  times  be- 
fore he  had  stood 
there  in  the  street 
to  watch  those 
more  privileged 
than  he,  as  they  en- 
tered the  famous 
building.  He  little 
thought  that  in  a 
few  years,  he  him- 
self, with  his  moth- 
er and  father,  would 
be  gazed  on  and 
envied  b  y  others 
just  as  he  had  been 
wont  to  do  then. 

Peter  watched 
rather  disinterested- 
ly as  a  gentleman 
got  out  of  a  taxi  and 
went  towards  the 
House,  but  sprang 
into  action  instantly 
when  he  saw  that 
the  man  had  dropped  something  in  the  snow. 
The  lost  wallet  —  for  it  was  a  wallet  —  having 
been  recovered,  Peter  ran  after  the  man,  tugged 
at  his  coat-tail,  and  when  he  turned  around, 
mutely  handed  him  the  leather  case.  The  man 
looked  bewildered  and  astonished  for  a  moment, 
then  spluttered  his  confused  thanks  and  offer- 
ed Peter  a  generous  reward  which  his  parents' 
careful  training  had  taught  him  to  refuse. 

As  the  boy  turned  to  go  away,  the  man  called 
him  back. 

"I  say,  would  you  like  to  hear  the  rehearsal? 
You  may  come  in  with  me  if  you  wish." 
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Peter  did  not  need  to  be  coaxed.  Incredulous 
and  wide-eyed  he  followed  the  gentleman,  who 
led  him  to  a  seat  near  the  stage.  After  his  bene- 
factor had  left  he  began  to  feel  self-conscious. 
He  thought  that  every  eye  in  the  huge  building 
was  focused  on  his  worn  clothes  and  untidy  ap- 
pearance. His  ears  were  burning  furiously  and 
he  knew  that  his  face  was  red. 

Today,  a  dress  rehearsal  of  Aida  was  to  be 
performed.  From  the  moment  when  the  curtain 
rose  until  it  fell  for  the  last  time,  Peter  watched 
enraptured.  He  was  no  longer  the  little  boy 
seated  in  the  audience.  It  was  he  who  was  the 
king,  seated  on  the  luxurious  throne.  It  was  he 
who  was  riding  a  great  elephant.  These  were 
even  bigger  than  those  he  had  seen  in  the  circus 
parade.  Little  shivers  ran  up  and  down  his  spine 
as  the  tenor  voice  soared  and  fell  to  the  music 
of  the  sublime  aria  "Celeste  Aida."  Tears 
pricked  in  the  back  of  his  eyes  as  a  result  of  the 
magnificence  of  the  grand  march. 

When  it  was  all  over  he  paused  to  recover 
himself.  Almost  before  he  was  aware  of  it,  the 
gentleman  who  had  been  responsible  for  his 


admission  came  to  him  and  escorted  him  to  the 
dressing  room  of  the  leading  tenor  where  most 
of  the  actors,  singers  and  dancers  had  gathered. 
There,  Peter  became  the  centre  of  attraction. 
They  were  surprised  to  find  that  he  was  as 
familiar  with  the  opera  as  one  who  had  under- 
stood Italian.  When  he  was  asked  where  he  had 
gathered  his  information,  Peter  threw  up  his 
head  proudly,  his  face  beaming. 

"My  father  told  me.  My  father  knows  every- 
thing." 

Shortly  after  dark  Peter  burst  into  his  home 
where  his  parents  were  sitting  in  the  front 
room.  His  eyes  were  sparkling,  his  breath  was 
short  from  running  and  excitement. 

"I  saw  'Aida'  'cause  I  found  a  man's  money 
and  I  can  go  again  and  you  and  Daddy  can 
come  with  me."  All  this  was  said  in  one  long 
breath. 

After  he  had  given  a  more  coherent  account 
of  his  experiences,  his  mother  turned  to  him 
and  said,  "Peter,  don't  you  think  you  should 
write  a  letter  to  Santa  Claus?  You  see,  he  did 
not  forget." 


Futility 


by  SYLVIA  BOORMAN,  XIII  A  AC. 

I'd  won!  I  was  victorious, 

A  world  was  mine,  a  world  in  which 

I  was  the  king,  the  god,  the  head, 

A  world  to  rule,  and  show 

My  might  to  lesser  men. 

I  had  but  to  lift  my  thumb 

And  bring  it  down,  to  crush  the  man 

Who  even  dared  to  go  against  my  will. 

No  one  there  was  to  brook  my  frenzied  passion, 

My  wish  was  their  command. 

My  orders  they  obeyed  as  slave  a  man. 

I  walked  alone  into  the  night 
Exultant,  proud,  ambition  'tained: 
The  world  before,  below  me  lay 
My  footstool,  none  so  great  as  I, 
Not  even  God:  I  was  god,  I!! 

And  then  I  looked  up  in  the  sky. 

The  star-filled  sky. 

Infinite,  vast  .... 

The  stars 

Unattainable,  beyond  my  reach: 

Unconquered  worlds. 

And  suddenly,  I  felt 
So  .  .  . 
Insignificant. 


Spring  Comes  To  The  City 

by  MARION  BROWN,  SP.  COM. 

Spring  is  that  time  of  year  when  every  poet 
who  values  his  reputation  becomes  effusive 
about  the  joys  of  country.  Settled  snugly  in 
some  city  apartment,  these  would-be  immortals 
dutifully  sing  the  joys  of  country  life.  They 
praise  the  music  of  running  brooks,  the  quiet- 
ness of  country  nights,  the  clean  country  air, 
and  the  sweet  songs  of  returning  birds.  It 
would  be  safe  to  wager  that  not  one  of  these 
poetry  automats  ever  got  bogged  in  the  mire 
on  a  country  road  because  one  of  the  pretty 
running  brooks  had  over-done  things  a  little; 
or  got  to  windward  of  a  manure  heap  on  a 
warm  spring  day.  Yes,  the  country  is  very 
pretty  in  spring,  but  it's  also  darned  uncom- 
fortable. 

And  while  the  poets  hymn  the  joys  of 
country  life,  spring  comes  to  the  city.  She 
comes  without  fanfare,  or  roll  of  drums,  herald- 
ed only  by  the  shining  spears  of  rain  that  wash 
the  city  streets  clean  of  mud  and  slush.  She 
invades  the  city  like  an  invisible  army,  whose 
generals  are  the  fat,  pompous  robins  and  whose 
diplomats  are  the  pale  gold  beams  of  the  re- 
turning sun.  By  the  time  the  city  awakes  to 
the  invasion  it  is  too  late  to  resist,  for  spring  has 
stolen  into  every  back  yard  and  left  behind  her 
a  garrison  of  springing  grass  and  swelling  buds. 
She  has  visited  the  city  parks  and  called  to  her 
allies,    the   tulips   and   the   daffodils,   to   come 
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forth  and  invest  the  beds  of  rich  brown  earth 
with  their  beauty.  She  has  breathed  on  the 
gaunt,  naked  maple  trees  and  their  branches 
are  veiled  in  a  mesh  of  pale  green  that  gleams 
in  the  light  of  street  lamps  with  an  almost  un- 
bearable   beauty    that   clutches    at    the    throat 


and  brings  sharp  tears  to  sting  the  eyelids.  On 
awakening  lawns  the  robins  pull  fat  worms 
from  the  damp  earth  and  cheerfully  dictate  the 
terms  of  surrender.  This  is  how  spring  comes 
to  the  city  while  the  blind  and  deaf  poets  sit  at 
home  and  sing  of  running  brooks. 


Summer  Night 

by  MARION  BROWN,  SP.  COM 


Earth  draws  the  night  about  her 
Like  a  cloak  of  jewelled  velvet 
Clasped  with  sleep. 

The  west  wind,  weary  with  his  day-long  play, 
Sleeps,  pillowed  on  the  distant  hills. 
And  dreams  of  day. 


Each  nodding  daisy  bows  her  head 
And  wraps  her  silver  petals  close 
Against  the  chilly  dew. 

And  busy  wings  are  softly  folded  now, 
Drowsed  by  the  incense  of  the  cedar  tree 
To  dreamless  sleep. 


And  all  good  things  that  love  the  day 
Sleep  soundly  through  the  summer  night. 
Then  why  am  I  awake? 


Timber 

by  THOMAS  DAVIES,  X  C  IND.  ARTS. 


Nestling  in  a  timber  clothed  valley,  hemmed 
in  by  snow  covered  hills  lay  a  logging  camp, 
bustling  with  activity  in  the  crisp  wintry  air. 
Wisps  of  grey  smoke  rose  lazily  from  the  cook- 
house chimney  into  the  cold  blue  sky  in  which 
stars  still  glittered.  Within  the  warm  cookhouse 
long  shadows  flitted  on  the  log  walls,  cast  there 
by  the  glowing  logs 
in  the  fireplace. 
Seated  at  the  long 
crude  table  were 
bearded  men,  wolf- 
ing hot  flap  jacks 
sizzling  from  the 
pan,  upon  which 
they  poured  golden 
syrup  from  a  jar. 
Having  eaten  they 
hurried  to  the 
stables  and  hitched 
their  teams,  then 
set  out  on  the  trail 
to  the  timber  stand. 
Long  shadows  "-^s  each  sleigh 
stole     from     each 

tree  trunk  as  the  sun  crept  from  behind  snow- 
laden  hills,  and  clouds  of  steam  rose  from 
sweating  horses,  only  to  freeze  and  settle  back 
to  earth.  Alighting  from  the  sleighs  the  axemen 
set  to  felling  mighty  giants  of  the  forest.  Saws 
whined  and  axes  bit  as  straining  men  bent  be- 
neath the  towering  trunks  of  these  forest  mon- 
archs.  Soon  huge  logs  were  rolling  onto  the  log 
piles  and  as  each  sleigh  was  piled  high  it  was 
drawn  off  to  the  camp,  where  the  logs  were,  to 


be  cut  into  long  white  boards.  A  lumberjack 
braced  himself  on  top  of  each  load  and  pried  log 
after  log  loose.  These  rolled  down  a  log  slide 
onto  the  saw  track  where  they  were  fastened 
down  with  steel  clamps.  Rumbling  along  they 
came  to  the  whistling  saw  and  as  it  bit  into  the 
soft  white  wood  it  screamed  shrilly  and  spat 

chips  for  many 
yards.  Dropping  in- 
to the  saw-pit  each 
slab  was  taken  and 
piled  upon  mount- 
ing stacks  which 
showed  white 
against  the  dark 
green  forest.  A  blast 
from  the  sawyard 
whistle  told  every- 
one that  a  steaming 
dinner  was  waiting 
in  the  cosy  cook- 
house. After  dinner 
work  was  resumed 
and  with  the  ex- 
hilarating work, 
huge  appetites  were  again  built  up.  As  it  came 
to  earth,  a  warning  "timber!"  rang  the  knell  of 
each  great  tree,  that  took  a  century  to  grow 
and  a  day  to  fall.  Higher  and  higher  grew  the 
piles  in  the  lumber  yard  as  the  afternoon  wore 
on.  Hanging  in  the  western  sky  the  setting  sun 
again  cast  lengthening  shades  throughout  the 
darkening  forest.  As  the  last  glow  faded  behind 
purple  clouds,  tired  but  happy  men  trudged 
home  through  the  deep,  cold,  snow,  to  hearty 
meals  and  warm  beds. 


piled  high  it  wasi  drawn,  off  to  the  camp." 
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A  Thunderstorm 

by  HELEN  LONG, 
X  B  COM. 

The  clouds  were 
black  and  menacing. 
The  wind  was  be- 
ginning to  moan  in  the 
tall  pines  surrounding 
the  lake.  A  sailboat 
near  the  centre  of  the 
lake  was  being  driven 
by  wind  and  waves  farther  away  from  its 
landing.  The  wind  became  stronger  and  the 
waves  bigger.  Then — a  flash  of  lightning  and  a 
tremendous  crash  of  thunder,  and  down  came 
the  storm.  Peal  upon  peal  of  thunder  shook  the 
earth  and  flashes  of  lightning  seared  the  heav- 
ens. Though  it  was  still  early  morning,  it  look- 
ed almost  like  dusk.  Branches  were  torn  from 
trees  by  the  wind,  which  was  now  a  howling 
gale.  Far  out  across  the  sheet  of  turbulent 
water  a  speck  could  be  identified  as  the  over- 
turned sailboat.  The  rain  became  a  white  sheet 
blotting  out  even  this  blurred  scene.  Water  ran 
in  little  rivers  down  the  woodpath  and  formed 
little  lakes  in  the  hollows.  Still  the  thunder 
crashed,  as  if  the  earth  would  be  rent  asunder. 
How  long  this  kept  up  we  had  no  idea,  but  the 
minutes  crawled  by  like  hours.  Then  the  distant 
rumble  of  thunder  and  a  soft,  regular  drip  from 
the  leaves  proclaimed  the  passing  of  the  storm. 


Canada 

by  TED  SHARP,  IX  H 

Canada  stands  for  Freedom, 
And  proud  we  are  of  it; 
We  are  all  for  Winston  Churchill 
We're  behind  him  every  bit. 

Canada  stands  for  Freedom, 
We  will  fight  to  the  last  stronghold, 
We  will  fight  to  the  very  last  man. 
And  we'll  not  be  bribed  by  gold. 

Canada  stands  for  Freedom, 
And  stands  for  Democracy — 
And  we  will  flatten  all  oppressors 
That  strive  to  enslave  the  free. 


Mooniisfit  Meditation 

by  VALEHA  BOLTON,  IX  A 

In  the  quiet  winter  evenings, 
When  the  fire  has  burned  down  low, 
I  look  out  through  the  window 
Across  the  fields  of  snow. 

And  a  sort  of  wonder  fills  me. 
As  I  see  the  beauty  there. 
Which  drives  away  my  worries, 
And  all  my  day-time  care. 

For  the  kindly  moon  sheds  silvery  light 
On  the  rolling  fields  of  snow; 
The  forest  stands  all  dark  and  still 
Within  its  splendid  glow. 

Like  fairy  chimes  sound  sleigh  bells, 
Across  the  cold  air  clear; 
And  close  upon  their  tinkling 
A  fox's  bark  I  hear. 

And  this  pure  and  shining  beauty, 
Brings  me  lasting  peace  so  deep; 
That  magic  world  of  midnight; 
When  mortals  are  asleep. 


I  Love  Vou 

by  MARy  WAITE,  XIII  A  AC. 

I  love  you  with  the  freshness  of  my  youth. 
Which,  sparkling,  scintillating,  dew-distilled 
O'erflows  in  all  my  dreams. 

I  love  you  with  the  fragrance  of  my  soul, 
Close  wrapp'd  around  to  comfort  you 
If  dreary  life's  way  seems. 

I  love  you  with  the  fervence  of  my  life — 
A  burning  flame  of  constant  loving  warmth 
To  guard  you  on  your  way. 

I  love  you  as  a  bird  might  love  the  air, 
In  breathless  ecstacy  and  zest  of  life 
When  winging  through  the  blue. 

I  love  you  as  the  children  love  a  star 
On  which  to  wish,  and  in  excitement  wait 
For  wishes  to  come  true. 

I  love  you  as  a  mother  loves  her  babe, 
In  tenderness — a  giving,  hoping  love. 
I  love  you  as  I  pray. 
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Nocturne 

by  HUGH  KENNER,  XIII  A  AC. 

All  diamonded,  with  quivering  silver  darted 

And  shining  bars, 
The    lake    breathes    quiet,    clasping    the    pale 
moon's  daughter. 
Splendid  with  stars. 
The  black  pines,  and  the  black  pines  in  the 
water, 
Star-lustred  o'er 
Stand  sunder'd,  shadow  and  wavering  shadow 
parted 
By  silent  shore. 


The  Indian's  Return 

by  MARION  BARRETT,  XI  B  H.  ARTS 

Plunging  and  rearing  through  places  narrow, 
One  frail  canoe  on  that  treacherous  river. 
Shoots  like  a  dripping  silver  arrow 
'Leased  from  an  Indian's  long-bow  quiver. 

He  paddles  well,  that  warrior  bold, 
Though  the  vicious  waters  pound  and  churn; 
Over  the  rocks  he  slips  their  hold, 
While  a  dusky  maiden  awaits  his  return. 

The  Indian's  alert,  though  he  chants  a  song, 

For  he's  paddled  this  way  before; 
His  heart  is  glad  as  he  flashes  on. 
Behind  him  now  is  the  rapids'  roar. 

Now  over  the  sparkling  water  he  glides; 

Then  rings  clear  the  Indian  sentinel's  call; 
On  the  setting  sun's  red  rays  he  rides 
To  his  home  on  the  shore,  as  shadows  fall. 


The  Old 

Mill 

by 

DONALD 

WHITTAKER 

IX  I 


In  a  setting  of  rustic 
beauty  is  an  old  flour 
mill — a  gaunt  and  de- 
serted building  left 
by  an  ever-rushing 
and  progressive  world. 
A  small  stream  trickles 
over    the    rotten    log 

dam  and  the  old  raceway  is  but  a  bed  of  wash- 
ed rock.  An  old  corduroy  road,  over-grown  with 
grass  and  trees  leads  away  from  it  and  is  lost  in 
a  vigorous  growth  of  timber.  As  a  large  pine 
stands  guard  over  the  old  mill  its  cone-laden 
branches  brush  the  roof  and  the  breezes  sigh 
through  its  boughs.  The  roof  has  fallen  in  and 
the  moss-covered  timbers  are  beginning  to 
decay.  Creeping  vines  with  long  tentacles  have 
covered  two  of  the  four  windows,  while  the 
sturdy  walls  from  which  most  of  the  plaster 
has  fallen  are  showing  the  signs  of  having 
weathered  many  stormy  years.  The  aged  water 
wheel  has  become  loosened  from  its  axle  and 
lies  in  a  pool  of  stagnant  water.  How  many 
more  years  will  it  survive — this  old  land  mark 
of  the  past? 


The  Rain 

by  ELEANOR  DOYLE,  XI  COM. 


The  blue  sky  darkens  and  the  sun  retires. 
And  the  birds  all  twitter  with  glee; 
The  flowers  uplift  their  dainty  heads. 
The  bull-frog  sings  near  the  daffodil  beds. 
And  the  rain  sweeps  over  the  sea. 

Gentle,  refreshing  drops  of  rain. 
Caressing  each  violet  and  rose, 
Each  blade  of  grass  and  every  flower, 
Dancing  alone  or  in  shady  bower. 
While  the  gentle  breezes  blow. 


Tiny  rills  of  rain  and  sand. 

Running  over  the  lea; 

Gaily  singing  and  laughing  on. 

As  faster  and  faster  they  travel  down 

To  the  foaming,  white-capped  sea. 

Refreshing  each  vale  and  meadow  green. 
Giving  the  birds  their  drink; 
Luring  each  plant  from  out  the  ground. 
The  dew-worm  from  his  earthly  mound. 
And  flowing  on  to  the  swirling  brink. 


Sweeping  over  the  city  streets, 
Leaving  each  roadside  clean, 
A  touch  of  fragrance  from  out  the  sky. 
Sent  from  the  glorious  One  on  High, 
From  the  azure  blue  to  the  fields  of  green. 
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The  Lament  of  the  German  AirForce 

by  STEWART  BROWN,  XI  A  AC. 


Ve  own  der  biggest  airforce  dot  has  ever  sailed  der  sky, 
Ve  thought  ve  haff  der  finest  one,  vot  effer  learned  to  fly; 
But  ve  haff  made  a  sorry  show  in  France  and  Britain,  too. 
So  hsten  to  this  tale  of  woe  vich  ve  will  tell  to  you. 

Oh,  ve  the  Cherman  airmen  of  the  Cherman  airforce  are. 
If  ve  return  from  Britain  safe,  ve  tank  our  lucky  star, 
The  Spitfires  and  the  Hurricanes — dey  blast  us  from  der 

sky. 
(If  Goebbels  says  ve  all  come  back  it's  shust  another  lie.) 

Ve  try  to  bomb  der  British  und  der  British  bomb  us  too, 
Our  grounded  planes  are  blown  up  'bout  every  day  or  two. 
Our  ammunition  factories  are  blown  all  to  bits. 
For  ven  it  comes  to  bombing  raids,  der  British  make  der 
hits. 

Our  anti-aircraft  gunners,  who  couldn't  hit  barn-doors. 
Take  pot-shots  at  der  British  and  add  little  to  their  scores. 
Our  Messerschmitt  defending  plants  await  them  day  by 

day, 
But  ven  der  R.A.F.  comes  through  our  pilots  race  away. 


Ve  wish  dot  ve'd  der  navy  joined,  for  ships  are  not  shot  down. 
The  vorst  that  dey  can  do  is  sink,  und  all  the  sailors  drown; 
Der  British  sink  so  many  ships  dot  ve  can  understand 
That  soon  der  navy  von't  exist,  und  ve'U  be  safe  on  land! 


A  Day  oF  an  R.A.F.  Pilot 

by  WELDON  FANNING,  X  B  AC. 


Our  squadron  is  located  "somewhere  on  the 
east  coast  of  England".  There  are  nine  pilots 
and  the  squadron  commander,  plus  twelve 
mechanics.  We  are  all  from  Canada  except 
three  of  the  "mechs". 

One  morning  about  3.30  the  alarm  siren  start- 
ed its  ear-shattering  howl.  Our  flight,  two  other 
pilots  and  myself,  were  resting  in  the  ready- 
room.  We  grabbed  our  helmets,  goggles  and 
mitts,  and  sprinted  for  our  planes.  They  were 
ready-warmed  for  occasions  like  this;  so  we 
jumped  into  the  cockpits  and  were  off. 

About  five  miles  out  in  the  channel  we  met 
them,  four  Dorniers  and  six  Messerschmitts  on 
an  early  morning  raid.  The  odds  were  three  to 
one  but  we  knew  our  friends  were  not  far  be- 
hind; so  we  dove  to  the  attack.  In  the  first  clash, 
one  Messerschmitt  went  down  and  a  Dornier 
gunner  would  never  shoot  again.  One  of  the 
deadly  Messerschmitts  had  a  position  on  my 
tail  but  the  rest  of  our  mates  joined  the  scrap 
and  that  plane  joined  its  former  comrade  in  the 
channel.    There   was   quite   a   fuss   for   a   few 


minutes.  A  Dornier  dove  into  the  channel  while 
still  another  spiralled  down  with  smoke  pour- 
ing from  its  port  engine. 

The  sad  part  of  the  affair  was  that  we  had 
lost  one  of  our  men.  He  had  attacked  a  Dornier 
whose  rear  gunner  had  a  straight  aim.  As  the 
score  for  this  battle  was  four  to  one  for  us,  the 
Germans  decided  to  postpone  their  trip  and 
head  for  home.  We  did  not  give  chase  but  re- 
turned to  our  field  where  we  turned  in  'till 
noon. 

In  the  afternoon  we  received  orders  to  ac- 
company a  flight  of  bombers  into  Germany.  We 
busied  ourselves  till  dark,  making  preparations. 
We  took  off  about  seven  o'clock  and  flew  to 
meet  the  bombers  over  the  channel. 

After  a  one  hour  flight  we  reached  our  objec- 
tive, a  factory  in  northwestern  Germany.  We 
had  a  pleasant  reception  from  "Mr.  Archie", 
who  did  little  damage  but  made  a  lot  of  noise. 
To  top  that  off  a  few  Messerschmitts  came  up  to 
finish  the  welcome.  One  of  the  bombers  was 
shot  down  into  the  factory  where  it  exploded 
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with  a  terrific  roar.  As  there  was  much  confus- 
ion for  a  few  minutes  we  could  not  tell  who  was 
getting  the  worst  of  the  scrap. 

Finally  the  bombers  were  well  on  their  way 
home;  so  we  left  the  Messerschmitts  to  their 
own  devices,  which  was  mostly  chasing  us.  We 
met  little  opposition  on  the  way  home  and  had 


time  to  count  our  battle  scars.  Two  more  of  our 
chaps  had  either  been  killed  or  captured,  but 
the  Germans,  according  to  our  fellows,  were 
about  six  planes  short. 

When  we  landed  at  our  field  everybody  was 
dead  tired;  so  we  turned  in  till  the  next  morn- 
ing when  we  could  start  all  over  again. 


A  Night  In  England 

by  CLIFFORD  ROYDHOUSE,  IX  H 


It  is  about  ten  o'clock  and  the  majority  of 
people  are  in  bed  trying  to  get  a  good  night's 
sleep.  But  about  an  hour  later  they  are  awak- 
ened by  the  wailing  of  air-raid  sirens  and  the 
blowing  of  whistles  by  policemen  and  air-raid 
wardens.  In  about  ten  minutes  nearly  everyone 
is  safely  inside  the  air-raid  shelters.  The  older 
people  amuse  themselves  by  playing  cards, 
while  the  children  read  funnies,  eat  candies, 
and  keep  hoping  that  the  all-clear  signal  will 
not  go  until  after  two  o'clock  the  next  morning. 
Because  if  this  happens  they  know  that  they 
will  not  have  to  go  to  school  the  next  day  until 
one-thirty. 

All  of  a  sudden  the  booming  of  anti-aircraft 
guns  is  heard  and  between  the  burst  of  gunfire 
can  be  heard  the  drone  of  aeroplane  engines. 
Then  it  begins.  Bombs  thud  all  over  the  city, 
the  barrage  of  gunfire  becomes  more  and  more 
intense,  and  fire  trucks  dash  through  the  streets. 
But  in  all  this  noise  and  confusion  there  is  no 
panic.  After  half-an-hour  everything  is  quiet 
once  more.  But  the  raiders  will  be  back  again 


before  long  with  the  remainder  of  the  bombs 
which  they  did  not  drop  on  cities  further  in- 
land. It  is  about  three  o'clock  in  the  morning 
now,  and  some  people  are  still  awake  listening 
for  the  drone  of  aeroplane  engines  which  will 
tell  them  that  the  raiders  are  coming  back. 
Without  warning  bombs  begin  to  fall.  Some 
who  ventured  out  to  see  what  was  happening 
were  killed  instantly  by  splinters  either  from 
bombs  or  anti-aircraft  guns. 

Not  long  after,  the  noise  dies  down  as  quickly 
as  it  started  and  the  all-clear  signal  is  sounded 
and  everybody  goes  wearily  back  to  their 
homes.  But  they  do  not  go  to  bed  at  once.  Most 
of  them  have  a  cup  of  tea  "to  steady  their 
nerves".  The  men  who  have  to  go  to  work  do 
not  get  much  sleep.  But  the  women  and  child- 
ren stay  in  bed.  After  a  while  everybody  is  up 
and  carrying  on  as  usual.  The  children  run 
errands  or  play  games.  In  the  afternoon  they 
go  to  school,  many  of  them  perhaps  wishing 
that  there  would  be  an  air-raid  so  that  they 
would  be  able  to  go  home. 


The  Dictators 

by  BOB  SEYMOUR,  X  B  IND.  ARTS 

Hitler's  pacing  up  and  down, 
And  tearing  out  his  hair, 
Because  his  German  air  force 
Has  vanished  from  the  air. 

The  pilots  will  not  venture  out, 
Because  of  British  planes. 
Those  roaring  eagles  of  revenge, 
That  guard  the  English  lanes. 

II  Duce  when  he  meets  Der  Feuhrer 
Tells  of  Italian  gains, 
And  boasts  of  how  his  troops  advanced 
Backward  across  the  plains. 


The  Lighthouse 

by  JOAN  RAHMEL,  XI  C  AC. 

Along  a  steep  and  narrow 
cliff, 
Where  ocean  waves  dash 
high, 
A  lighthouse  stands  among 
the  rocks 
To  guide  the  passers-by. 

It  sheds  a  beam  to  far-off 
ships, 
To  warn  them  of  their 
plight; 
The  safety  of  each  man  at 
sea 
Depends  upon  that  light. 


Page  Twenty-three 


The  Intruders 

by  JACK  THOMPSON,  XII  A  AC. 


On  the  edge  of  the  lake  a  camp-fire  flickered 
fitfully,  then  died  down  to  a  bed  of  dully  glow- 
ing coals.  Its  last  few  rays  of  light  barely  out- 
lined the  blanketed  forms  of  two  slumbering 
canoeists  who  had  been  lulled  to  sleep  by  the 
lapping  of  the  waves  on  the  beach  and 
the  rustling  of  the  night  breezes  through  the 
poplar  leaves.  The  fire  finally  gave  up  its  last 
spark  and  settled  into  a  heap  of  warm  ashes. 
Then  a  thin  silver  crescent  appeared  over  the 
tops  of  the  trees,  as  the  moon  rose  to  join  the 
myriads  of  stars.  A  narrow  beam  of  light  stole 
across  the  water  gradually  widening  into  a 
silvery  path  on  the  still  surface  of  the  lake.  The 
borders  of  the  dark  forest  were  also  touched 
with  the  silver  light  and  the  moon  began  its 
travels  through  the  star-studded  heavens. 

With  a  faint  rustling  a  chipmunk  scampered 
across  the  beach,  stopped  near  the  dead  fire,  sat 
up  and  curiously  regarded  the  silent  forms  of 
the  sleepers.  He  watched  them  closely  for 
several  minutes,  then  crept  closer  and  again 
made  a  careful  scrutiny.  Finally  deciding  that 
they  were  harmless,  he  moved  around  and  dis- 
covered a  crumb  of  bread  which  he  stored  in 
his  cheek  pouch.  While  he  was  searching  for 
more  plunder  one  of  the  sleepers  rolled  over 
and  immediately  the  chipmunk  raced  for  his 
burrow  between  the  roots  of  a  tree,  from  which 
place  he  watched  and  waited  for  several 
minutes.  He  finally  decided  that  it  was  not 
worth  the  risk  to  go  near  these  strange  crea- 
tures again,  and  scampered  off  into  the  woods. 

No  sooner  had  he  made  his  exit  from  the 
scene  in  one  direction,  than  another  stranger 
appeared  from  the  opposite  direction.  Walking 
proudly  with  brush  held  high,  the  red  fox  pro- 
ceeded slowly  along  the  shore  looking  for  an 
unwary  squirrel  which  might  be  running  about 
the  beach.  He  stopped  to  quench  his  thirst,  then 
tested  the  breeze  with  his  sensitive  nose.  Sud- 
denly he  stiffened  as  he  caught  an  odour  which 
he  had  smelt  once  long  before.  His  haughty 
bearing  immediately  left  him;  he  remembered 
the  day  when  a  thunderous  roar  had  crashed 
forth  from  some  nearby  bushes  and  his  right 
leg  had  dragged  loosely  behind  him.  The  hunt- 
ers had  tracked  him  all  day  with  dogs.  Finally, 


after  he  had  eluded  his  pursuers,  he  had  spent 
weeks  nursing  his  leg  back  to  health;  weeks 
when  he  had  been  too  sore  to  catch  even  a 
mouse  but  had  to  subsist  upon  a  few  roots  and 
an  occasional  dead  fish.  He  trembled  as  he 
thought  of  it  and  turning  tail,  he  fled  into  the 
forest  to  leave  that  dreaded  man-smell  behind. 

From  far  out  on  the  lake  came  the  eerie,  long- 
drawn  call  of  a  loon.  A  desolate,  lonely  sound, 
it  filled  the  night  air,  then  faded  away,  and 
silence  once  more  reigned;  a  silence  broken  only 
by  faint  rustlings  and  scurryings  among  the 
leaves,  suggesting  that  the  wood-mice  were  at 
play.  Then  from  the  dark  gloom  of  the  woods, 
with  a  slight  clinking  of  hoofs  and  rustling  of 
bushes,  a  magnificent  stag  stepped  forth,  fol- 
lowed by  two  does.  They  moved  gracefully  to 
the  water's  edge,  waded  in  a  few  feet  and  began 
to  drink.  The  stag,  raising  his  head,  sniffed  on 
the  faint  breeze  the  man-smell  from  the  camp. 
He  snorted  and  moved  restlessly  about  near  the 
does  who  had  also  raised  their  heads.  Suddenly, 
at  the  camp,  one  of  the  sleepers  stirred,  half  sat 
up,  then  lay  back  again  without  noticing  the 
deer.  At  the  first  movement  the  stag  had  frozen! 
Standing  silhouetted  against  the  moonlit 
waters,  his  royal  head  raised  to  listen,  he  re- 
sembled a  great  bronze  statue.  Snorting,  he 
bounded  up  on  the  shore  followed  by  the  two 
does,  and  disappeared  into  the  gloom  from 
whence  he  had  come — a  royal  visitor  indeed  to 
that  tiny  camp,  if  the  sleepers  had  but  known 
it! 

Once  again  a  loon  called  from  the  lake,  not 
an  eerie  and  desolate  sound  this  time,  but  one 
full  of  mirth,  as  if  laughing  at  these  creatures 
who  slept  through  the  night  while  others  were 
up  and  about. 

Dawn  was  close  by  and  over  the  tops  of  the 
trees  at  the  eastern  end  of  the  lake  a  streak  of 
light  was  gradually  broadening.  A  faint  flush 
of  pink  suffused  the  grey  sky.  Then  a  single 
golden  ray  pierced  an  opening  between  two  tall 
pines,  and  touching  the  top  of  a  ripple,  trans- 
formed it  into  a  sparkling  diamond.  Following 
the  example  of  the  first  ray  others  came  shoot- 
ing forth,  all  seemingly  intent  on  chasing  the 
rapidly  rising  mist  from  the  surface  of  the  lake. 
Then  with  a  sudden  burst  of  fiery  splendour 
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the  sun  itself  arose,  sending  a  warm  flood  over 
the  water  where  but  a  few  hours  before  had 
been  the  cold  white  path  of  the  moon.  With 
a  burst  of  exquisite  song,  a  woodthrush 
greeted  the  new  day  from  his  perch  in  the 
top  of  a  tamarack.  From  all  sides  came 
the  morning  songs  of  countless  birds:  the 
liquid  warbles  of  the  thrushes,  the  teeterings 
of  the  downy  woodpeckers,  the  loud  "wick, 
wick"  of  the  flickers,  the  sprightly  bubblings  of 
the  wren,  the  harsh  strident  notes  of  the  blue- 
jay,  and  the  soft  cooings  of  the  mourning  doves. 
Amid  this  rapidly  increasing  riot  of  sounds. 


one  of  the  sleepers  awakened  and  nudged  his 
companion  who  in  turn  sat  up  and  gazed  about 
him.  "By  golly,"  he  remarked,  stifling  a  yawn, 
"seems  like  I  just  went  to  bed.  A  fellow  can 
surely  sleep  up  here  away  from  all  the  city 
noises.  It's  funny  that  no  animals  disturbed  us 
though." 

His  companion  replied,  "Don't  you  worry, 
no  animals  would  come  near  a  camp.  Why,  I'll 
bet  that  there  weren't  more  than  a  few  rabbits 
and  mice  within  two  miles  of  us  last  night.  I 
suppose  you  thought  that  a  deer  would  come 
along  and  look  at  you!" 


Democracy  At  War 

by  MARGUERITE  WALKER,  XIII  B  AC. 


Freedom  is  in  peril!  Defend  it  with  all  your 
might.  Valiantly,  grimly,  with  that  inspiring 
slogan  ever  in  the  minds  of  her  people,  Britain 
has  buckled  down  to  war.  Chamberlain  showed 
us  the  weak  state  of  our  defences  and  the  in- 
vasion of  Poland  showed  us  what  had  happened 
to  nations  similarly  unprepared. 

Chamberlain  had  done  his  work,  very  finely, 
at  Munich,  and  in  this  new  revitalised  Britain, 
the  call  was  for  a  leader,  a  strong  man,  and  so 
Churchill  came  to  power. 

Fighting  for  freedom,  the  British  people  re- 
nounced it.  Factories  became  Government 
supervised  and  the  Government  took  over  the 
production  of  many  sources  of  food.  Conscrip- 
tion came  into  force  and  the  problem  of  organ- 
izing and  equipping  the  British  Army  was  dealt 
with  sanely  and  intelligently.  Even  in  the  stress 
of  war  Britain  preserved  the  right  of  individuals 
to  hold  their  own  beliefs,  so  a  board  dealing 
solely  with  conscientious  objectors  was  set  up. 

Air  raid  shelters  sprang  up  all  over  the 
country,  from  those  in  London  capable  of  hold- 
ing thousands,  to  school  shelters  and  little 
family  ones  in  suburban  back  yards.  Huge 
factories  were  cleverly  camouflaged,  sound 
detectors  were  established  in  key  points,  and 
a  ring  of  bristling  anti-aircraft  guns  protected 
the  vital  war  supplies  and  factories  of  Britain 
from  the  enemy  bombers. 

Cheerfully  the  people  submitted  to  a  black- 
out which  made  fortunes  for  torch  battery 
manufacturers  and  inspired  several  song  hits. 
It  was  an  eerie  sight  when  the  huge  blue-lighted 
buses  moved  silently  and  slowly  along  the 
roads.  Of  course  the  blackout  was  felt  mostly 
in  the  towns,  but  the  country  had  its  share  of 
complications. 

The  evacuation  of  many  firms  into  the  coun- 
try created  housing,  feeding,  and  amusement 
problems  and  gave  rise  to  many  humourous 
articles  describing  the  town  dweller  trying  to 
work  a  rusty  pump  in  the  back  garden,  or  being 
wakened  by  horses  peering  in   the  windows. 


There  were,  too,  the  inevitable  child  evacuee 
stories,  several  of  which  have  come  across  the 
sea  and  become  seavacuee  stories,  probably  be- 
cause of  the  new  wartime  rule  of  economy. 

Under  that  rule  rationing  came  into  force  and 
busy  housewives  had  to  fill  in  ration  books  and 
still  busier  shop-keepers  had  their  quota  of 
forms  to  fill  in  too.  In  fact,  the  only  real  hard- 
ship suffered  in  the  first  few  months  of  ration- 
ing was  writer's  cramp. 

Britain  was  jogging  along,  getting  the  last 
ounce  of  humour  out  of  every  situation  and 
gradually  adjusting  herself  to  war  conditions 
when  suddenly,  unbelievedly,  she  was  fighting 
in  Norway,  then  Holland,  Belgium,  and  finally 
France.  The  situation  was  getting  serious;  and 
the  threat  of  invasion  was  imminent,  so 
Churchill  called  Britain  to  the  defence  of  her 
beaches.  Men  willingly  gave  up  their  brief 
half-holidays  to  fill  sandbags  and  pile  them  up 
around  air-raid  shelters,  decontamination  posts, 
police  boxes  and  telephone  boxes. 

The  sight  of  air-raid  wardens  practising  be- 
came quite  familiar.  They  roped  off  a  street, 
exploded  practice  bombs,  dealt  with  imaginary 
fires  and  gas,  and  treated  very  real  patients  for 
imaginary  injuries. 

And  then  the  military  really  took  over.  Many 
coastal  areas  were  made  into  defence  areas  and 
no  one  could  get  in  or  out  without  producing 
their  identification  cards  and  accounting  satisfac- 
torily for  their  desire  to  enter  the  area.  Every 
exposed  beach  was  closed  off  with  barbed  wire 
and  every  inch  of  them  covered  with  machine 
guns.  Roads  were  blocked  with  old  cars,  barb- 
ed wire,  anything,  at  night,  and  the  barricades 
were  patrolled  by  sentries.  England  was  ready, 
and  the  British  were  prepared  to  defend  their 
freedom. 

Herbert  Morrison  invented  a  new  slogan — 
Go  to  it!  So,  with  one  eye  on  her  beaches  and 
ears  listening  for  an  air-raid  siren,  or  the  church 
bells  which  would  herald  invasion,  Britain  went 
to  it. 
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The  Clue 

by  SYLVIA  BOORMAN,  XIII  A  AC. 


The  ring  of  the  horses'  hooves  sounded  clear 
and  metallic  through  the  frosted  stillness.  The 
hostler,  hurrying  across  the  inn-yard,  beat  his 
arms  about  his  body  in  an  energetic  effort  to 
keep  his  blood  in  as  warm  circulation  as  pos- 
sible. His  breath  issued  forth  in  white  clouds 
which  seemed  to  hang  solidified  before  they 
proved  their  vapourous  nature  by  disappearing 
into  black  nothingness.  The  horses'  mouth  was 
hung  with  silver  icicles.  The  rider,  his  own 
beard  tinged  with  frost,  threw  the  reins  to  the 
hostler,  jumped  off  his  horse  and  strod^  over 
to  the  inn  door.  The  host,  white-aproned,  open- 
ed it  to  him,  and  he  entered. 

Inside,  the  air  was  warm  and  scented — the 
pervading  odour  being  that  of  fried  (or  frying 
as  the  rider  hoped) 
bacon.  A  goodly  com- 
pany was  seated  around 
the  great  fireplace  where 
a  huge  fire  was  roaring, 
like  many  a  human  be- 
ing, in  defiance  of  all  the 
elements,  blazing  away 
in  the  full  glory  of  its 
youth  and  egotism  and 
power  —  power  where 
even  human  beings  bow- 
ed before  its  superior 
merits. 

The  human  beings  then 
availing  themselves  of 
the  great  one's  indul- 
gence were  a  mixed  lot, 
but  all  alike  in  that  they 
had  a  common  end  in 
view  —  that  of  keeping 
warm.  All,  that  is,  except 
a  friar  who  sat  on  a  stool 

in  the  corner,  whose  main  object  seemed  to  be 
to  obtain  enough  light  with  which  to  write. 
Near  him  was  a  little  mousy  man  who  sat  with- 
out saying  a  word  but  stared  solemnly  at  who- 
ever was  speaking,  and  if,  by  some  odd  chance, 
there  was  a  lull  in  the  conversation,  he  stared 
with  the  same  solemnity  at  the  mug  of  ale  rest- 
ing between  his  knees.  Near  him  was  a  young 
man  who  made  up  for  him  in  conversation,  or 
at  any  rate,  noise;  he  was  full  of  good  cheer 
and  willing  to  fill  himself  with  more. 

"Come,"  he  cried  gaily,  "more  ale,  more  ale! 
Le  diable  m'emporte  if  this  isn't  the  best  I've 
tasted  in  the  past  forty-eight  hours — and,  in 
sooth,  it  has  had  plenty  of  comparison!  Come, 
my  lassie,  you'll  fill  our  mugs  for  us,  won't  you, 
my  dear?  Fill  them  all  up — it's  my  treat  this 
time." 


This  last  was  delivered  to  a  rosy-cheeked 
maid,  who  stood  beside  him,  none  the  less  rosy 
for  having  her  cheek  pinched  now  and  then. 
On  the  other  side  of  her  sat  another  man  who 
was  fond  of  pinching — but  not  a  young  girl's 
pink  cheeks  necessarily.  He  was  a  fairly  fat 
gentleman,  every  quarter-inch  of  whose  clothes 
was  put  to  good  use.  His  small  avaricious  eyes 
were  gazing  fondly  on  his  mug  of  ale. 

He  was  going  through  a  series  of  motions 
whereby  he  wished  to  make,  by  sweet  anticipa- 
tion, all  the  sweeter,  the  realization.  He  would 
raise  the  cup  tantalizingly  close  to  his  nostrils, 
then  hold  it  off  at  arm's  length  as  though  to  get 
a  last  view  before  making  it  disappear  for  ever, 
then  with  a  grand  sweeping  gesture,  bring  it  to 
his  lips — and  take  a  tiny  sip.  Thus  was  he 
teasing  his  glands  de- 
liciously  when  the  loud 
young  man  called  for 
more  ale.  Quickly  then 
he  downed  his  ale  so  that 
when  the  young  girl 
came  around,  he  was 
able  to  turn  his  mug  up- 
side down  (not  a  drop 
ran  out)  and  hold  it  out 
nonchalantly  with  the 
words:  "Well!  What  a 
coincidence.  Mine's 
empty  too." 

Next  to  him  sat  the 
landlord's  wife  in  a 
rocking  chair;  beside  her 
a  young  boy  whom  she 
prudently  sent  off  to  bed 
when  the  stories  began 
to  circulate.  Leaning  up 
against  the  fireplace  was 
the  hostler  thawing 
himself  out,  and  in  the  corner  opposite  the 
friar,  sat  an  old  man  with  a  white  beard. 

The  traveller  having  dined,  joined  the  circle. 
The  loud  young  man  was  becoming  louder  as 
the  ale  became  more  plentiful.  The  traveller 
remarked  to  the  landlord  that  it  was  a  frosty 
night  out,  the  loud  young  man  said  that  it  was 
indeed,  but  not  so  frosty  as  he  had  known  it  to 
be.  "Why,  one  night  last  winter  I  was  walking 
to  the  village  three  miles  away,  and  hadn't 
got  more  than  halfway  there,  when  a  pack  of 
wolves  came  howling  up.  I  was  that  frightened 
that  I  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  above  my  head 
with  my  sword.  Well,  just  like  that,  there  ap- 
peared a  beautiful  white  cross  in  that  very 
spot.  I  seized  it,  waved  it  over  the  wolves  and 
every  last  one  of  them  slunk  away.  When  I 
finally   reached   the  village   and   warmth,   my 
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cross  disappeared.  What  do  you  suppose  it  was?" 

He  looked  around  with  the  confident  air  of 
one  who  knows  his  question  cannot  be  answer- 
ed. "Why,  le  diable  m'emporte  if  it  wasn't  my 
frozen  breath,"  he  said  triumphantly,  and  then 
added  by  way  of  conclusion  "le  diable 
m'emporte." 

"Amen,"  said  the  friar  impiously  without 
raising  his  head. 

The  fat  man  chuckled — he  could  afford  to,  it 
being  at  someone  else's  expense.  The  old  man 
who  had  formerly  kept  counsel  in  silence,  now 
spoke. 

"Take  care,  young  man,"  he  said.  "Once  I 
knew  a  young  fellow,  Jack  Robinson  was  his 
name,  and  that  expression  of  yours  came  as 
readily  to  his  lips  as  did  ever  his  favorite  mug. 
Why,  a  sentence  was  not  punctuated  properly 
for  him  if  it  didn't  end  with  "le  diable  m'em- 
porte. Ah,  poor  fellow,"  and  here  the  old  man 
shook  his  head  over  said  reminiscences,  "never 
will  I  forget  the  night  he  set  out  for  home  from 
the  Blue  Goose  Inn  where  we  had  been  spend- 
ing a  jolly  evening.  Now  Jack  lived  half  a  mile 
or  so  within  the  Trentbury  woods,  and  no  one 
else  was  going  in  his  direction,  but,  he  assured 
us,  he  would  get  home  safely,  'le  diable 
m'emporte,'  if  he  wouldn't." 

"Well,  that  was  the  last  ever  heard  of  Jack 
Robinson.  He  just  disappeared.  When  it  was 
discovered  he  had  not  reached  home,  we  all 
went  to  look  for  him.  About  half  on  the  way, 
the  path  took  an  abrupt  turn,  and  there  the 
snow  was  trampled  as  though  there  had  been  a 
scuffle,  but  absolutely  no  sign  of  Jack.  Of 
course,  there  were  those  who  said  the  wolves 
devoured  him,  but  I  tell  you,  to  this  day,  I  and 
my  three  comrades  would  swear  to  it  (only  un- 
fortunately they  are  dead)  that  just  an  arm's 
throw  from  where  the  snow  was  all  trampled, 
there  were,"  and  here  his  voice  lowered  to  a 
tense  whisper,  "there  were  marks  of  a  pitch 
fork!" 

There  was  a  silence,  and  then  the  loud  young 
man  with  wide-eyed  and  amazed  incredulity, 
whispered  "le  diable  m'emporte." 

SnowFlakes 

by  DOROTHY  ANDERSON,  IX  A 
Snow  is  like  tiny  gems 
Riding  on  high. 
Floating  so  softly 
Down  through  the  sky. 

Floating  and  lying 
So  soft  and  still 
On  a  high  peaked-roof 
Or  a  sheltering  hill. 

These  tiny  bright  jewels, 
The  beauty  they  show — 
And  to  think  that  they're  made 
From  nothing  but  snow! 


Types  At  P.C.I. 

by  WALTER  WHEELER,  X  B  IND.  ARTS 

First  we  have  the  glamour  girl, 
Who  has  the  boys  in  such  a  whirl 
Their  heads  go  round  and  round; 
She  puts  the  warpaint  on  her  face. 
And  should  not  be  seen  in  any  place 
Except  as  a  circus  clown. 

Then  we  have  the  lazy  lad. 

Who  thinks  that  sleeping's  all  the  fad, 

No  riches  will  he  reap; 

When  other  boys  enjoy  the  din. 

He  props  his  hand  beneath  his  chin, 

And  dozes  off  to  sleep. 

We  now  have  a  student  who  knows  his  stuff, 

He'll  figure  questions  long  and  tough, 

He  takes  work  with  a  grin; 

He  doesn't  fool  like  other  boys. 

When  the  teacher  talks  he  makes  no  noise. 

But  sits  and  takes  it  in. 

We  have  the  lad  in  strange  attire, 

A  sense  of  colour  he  cannot  acquire, 

Suitcoat  pink  and  trousers  green; 

A  flashy  tie  hangs  round  his  neck. 

His  socks  are  red  and  brown  plaid  check. 

He  goes  to  the  extreme. 

We  also  have  a  camera  fiend. 

The  school  hates  him  and  his  machine, 

For  he  takes  some  candid  shots; 

He  has  several  pictures  of  different  chaps 

With  silly  looks  upon  their  maps. 

But  some  day  he'll  be  caught. 

Then  there's  the  hero  of  P.  C.  I., 
For  the  dear  old  school  he'll  do  or  die 
Upon  the  rugby  field; 
He  breaks  his  ankles,  ribs  and  neck, 
He  has  the  cheers  of  the  weaker  sex, 
A  strong  right  arm  he  wields. 

Some  students  bring  their  midday  meal. 

They  throw  crusts  of  bread  and  orange  peel 

About  the  corridors; 

They  are  a  pack  of  careless  curs, 

They  make  lots  of  work  for  the  janitors, 

By  mussing  up  the  floors. 

And  last  we  have  the  country  hick. 

Who  comes  through  weather  thin  and  thick, 

To  attend  the  dear  old  school. 

For  brains,  you'd  think  he'd  be  the  worst 

But  when  reports  come  he's  near  the  first 

I  guess  he's  no  one's  fool. 
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This  Age  Of  Speed 

by  ELEANOR  DOYLE,  XI  COM. 


Speed!  The  theme  of  the  youths  that 
populate  this  world  today.  The  thrill  of  the 
race  against  time.  But  do  we  stop  to  think  for 
five  minutes  what  disaster  and  tribulation 
follow  in  its  wake?  The  great  meaning  of  one 
five  letter  word.  We  walk  along  a  crowded 
street  where  traffic  is  kept  in  check  by  the 
trusty  policeman.  Used  to  this  mode  of  regu- 
lated speed  we  do  not  realize  that  on  the  high- 
way a  small  coupe  with  a  young  dare-devil 
at  the  wheel  may  be  racing  to  a  sudden  and 
disastrous  stop.  Do  we  consider  that  on  the 
race  track  small  race  cars  are  skidding  around 


corners,  one  slips,  and  many  pile  up  over  the 
little  four-wheeled  messenger  from  death?  In 
one  congested  mass  of  human  beings  and  twist- 
ed metal  lies  the  ruination  of  many  other 
people's  lives.  The  grief-stricken  young  sweet- 
heart, the  heart-broken  mother,  and  the  father 
that  can't  grasp  the  fact  that  his  son  is  gone. 
Speed,  that  will  succeed  a  hundred  times  but 
will  fail  on  the  next  journey.  The  thrills,  the 
successes,  the  anxieties  are  all  not  worth  the 
final  triumph.  There  will  always  remain  the 
people  whose  lives  have  been  ruined  and  whose 
dreams  have  been  shattered  by  our  modern 
menace — speed. 


Concentration 

by  SHIRLEY  ASHBY,  SP.  COM. 


"Well,  I  suppose  I  have  to  start  at  my  home- 
work now.  Perhaps  I  should  go  first  and  have 
a  look  at  the  weather  report;  I  certainly  hope 
it  doesn't  say  'warmer' — That  would  spoil  the 
skating.  That  reminds  me.  I  really  should 
'phone  Carol  and  see  if  she  is  going  to  the  Arena 
tomorrow  night.  Oh!  there's  the  'phone  now; 
maybe  it's  Carol  calling  me — It  is.  Honestly,  I 
can't  talk  very  long  now,  but  I  want  to  know 
if  you're  coming  with  us  to  the  rink.  You're  not! 
— but  you  must.  It's  going  to  be  wonderful, 
everyone  will  be  there.  Much,  much  later  .  .  . 
Darling,  do  you  know  it's  eight- thirty;  I  have 
at  least  an  hour's  French  to  do,  and  tons  of 
Latin  ....  I  simply  must  hang  up.  I'm  so  glad 
you  changed  your  mind.-  Bye-bye.  Oh,  now 
I  do  have  to  get  started.  Let's  see,  what  was  it 


that  Fuss  Budget  said  .  .  two  pages  beginning 
with  sixty-seven.  That  must  be  it — I  remember 
seeing  it  written  on  the  board.  It  does  look 
hard;  I  should  have  started  it  sooner,  but 
now  I'll  have  to  skip  over  some  of  it,  because 
I  have  that  Trig,  to  do  too.  Oh!  there's  the 
'phone  again — Dad's  answered — it's  for  me. 
Who  could  that  be?  Why  Ross,  I  didn't  think 
you  would  call  tonight.  It's  quite  late  .... 
what's  that?  You  just  came  home  from  the  com- 
mittee meeting  and  they're  going  to  have  a 
dance  on  the  tenth  .  .  .  that's  next  Tuesday. 
Why  yes,  I'd  love  to  go!  It  would  be  grand. 
Really,  I  should  go  now  and  finish  my  home- 
work. 'Night!  Oh,  look  at  the  time— Well,  it's 
certainly  too  late  now  to  do  any  more  work. 
There's  still  tomorrow  before  nine." 
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SCHOOL  NEWS^ 


The  cry  "Carry  On"  was  given,  its 
echo  resounded  through  the  halls  of 
P.  C.  V.  S.,  and  immediately  that  call 
was  heeded.  "You  are  expected  to  do 
your  duty"  was  in  the  air — and  who 
ever  heard  of  a  P.  C.  I.'r  shirking 
his   duty! 

No  sooner  had  the  halls  been 
aired  to  rid  them  of  that  "final 
examination  odour"  when  the 
students  hurried  back  to  begin 
summer  war  work  under  the  fine 
leadership  of  Miss  Mcintosh  and 
Miss   Gerrard. 

For  those  girls  well  acquainted 
with  the  ins  and  outs  of  sewing  there 
was  plenty  to  sew;  for  those  girls 
who  looked  doubtfully  at  the  needle, 
wondering  which  end  should  be  stuck 
in  first — there  were  plenty  of  band- 


Stamps  And  Ctrtificates 

Daily  the  public  is  reminded  from 
bill  boards  on  every  street  and 
radios  in  every  home  to  buy  War 
Saving  Stamps  and  Certificates  re- 
gularly. But  often  reminders  are  not 
enough;  many  times  a  persuasive 
salesman  is  needed  to  effect  the 
actual  sale.  According  to  our  success- 
ful agents  there  are  definitely  two 
ways  to  go  about  this  business.  A 
clear  illustration  was  given  in  morn- 
ing assembly  by  two  short  skits. 

Bob  Smith,  a  so-called  stamp 
salesman,  enters  the  home  of  Mrs. 
Jones,  a  neighbour.  Bob  slumps  into 
a  comfortable  chair  while  Mrs.  Jones 
inquires  about  the  price  and  number 
of  War  Saving  Stamps  required  to 
receive  a  Certificate.  Salesman  Bob 
mumbles  that  he  isn't  quite  sure  of 
the  price,  but  he  believes  about 
twenty  stamps  are  needed  to  get  a 
Certificate.  The  money  is  returned  in 
fifteen  or  twenty  years.  Now  don't 
take  his  word  for  it  because  he's  not 
certain  about  these  details.  Yes,  if 
he   has  time   he  may   call   back  and 


Thumbs  Up  In  P.CV.S. 

ages  to  wind.  Everyone  was  very  busy. 

The  summer  soon  passed  with  the 
domestic  students  doing  their  cut- 
ting, sewing,  and  winding,  while  the 
industrial  students  were  plugging 
along  in  munition  factories,  on  farms, 
or  in  training  camps. 

When  school  started  the  time- 
tables were  arranged  to  give  the 
boys  from  3:30  to  4:00  three  nights 
a  week,  in  which  to  take  outdoor  ex- 
ercises and  the  girls  to  indulge  in 
knitting  and  sewing.  Again  everyone 
was  busy.  Boys'  chests  expanded  with 
that  "one,  two,  three  stretch";  knit- 
ting and  sewing  piles  climbed  higher 
with  that  click,  click  of  needles  and 
the  buzz  of  sewing  machines. 

Soon  the  school  became  War 
Savings  Stamp  conscious.  The  weekly 


get    Mrs.    Jones'    money    for    some 
stamps. 

Of  course,  the  second  skit  clearly 
showed  the  successful  salesman,  a 
clapper,  well-spoken  boy  explaining 
to  Mrs.  Van  Snort  just  why  she 
should  buy  stamps,  not  forgetting 
the  handsome  returns  at  the  end  of 
.seven  and  one-half  years.  Obliging- 
ly he  offerer!  to  call  for  her  money 
and  deliver  the  stamps.  Mrs.  Van 
Snort  becomes  the  regular  purchaser. 

STAMP  SALES 

September,    1940 1,200.00 

October    1.570.00 

November    1 ,555.00 

December  1,060.00 

January,    1941 1,475.00 

February    1 ,755 .00 

March    4,105.00 

Total   Stamp  Sale 12,720.00 

CERTIFICATE  SALES 

Certificates   sold   for  cash 

(cheques)     3,484.00 

Grand  Total  to  date  16,204.00 

Picture  Section 


objective  was  decided  upon  and  the 
big  drive  commenced.  Again  every 
one  was  busy.  So  far  the  efforts  have 
been  generously  rewarded.  In  fact, 
the  original  objective  was  put  to 
shame  and  a  higher  mark  has  been 
named. 

Throughout  the  term  various  com- 
mittees have  been  planning  and 
carrying  out  their  plans  to  make 
money  in  aid  of  war  work.  Papers 
have  been  stacked  high  and  carted 
away,  homemade  candy  has  been 
colorfully  packaged  and  retailed, 
Christmas  decorations  have  been 
artistically  designed  and  sold.  P.CV.S. 
students  believe  in  pulling  their  own 
weight.  Everyone  has  been  very  busy 
—and  shall  be  to  the  end. 

— M.  E.  McCahrell. 


War  Work  Unit 

President   Jean  Dougherty 

Vice  President  June  Burrows 

Secretary  Marion   Barrett 

Treasurer  Arlie  Coimell 

The  war-conscious  students  of 
P.C.I,  (and  aren't  we  all?)  have 
proved  that  one  can  keep  one's  nose 
to  the  ground  and  still  see  the  sun, 
for  surely  we  have  been  busy  bees, 
but  have  had  a  lot  of  fun,  too — or  is 
that  a  matter  of  opinion? 

For  some  time  Miss  Montgomery 
appeared  to  be  in  the  midst  of  a  re- 
forestation project.  From  her  room 
the  smell  of  the  evergreen  floated 
into  the  halls  (making  the  cooking 
room  aromas  feel  quite  ill)  and 
finally  made  their  dashing  debut  as 
pleasantly  plump,  strikingly  trim- 
med, Christmas  wreaths.  However, 
Mr.  Henry  did  not  appreciate  the 
lovely  effect  they  presented  from  his 
mahogany   show   case!!! 

Papers!  From  every  cellar,  base- 
ment, storeroom,  attic,  and  alley, 
papers  of  every  size,  texture,  (in- 
(Continued  on  Page  6Jf) 


MORE  SHOTS:  Top  'Row— Junior  Basketball:  Boys  and  Girls;  Second  Row— Our  Paderewski;  Field  Day  Champs; 
Dominion  Champion:  Evil's  Eye  Keith.  Thibd  Row— Dominion  Breast  Stroke  Champ:  A!  Marshall;  Senior 
Girl  Basketballers;  Hunt  'n  Peck;  Fourth  Row— Orchestra;  Mr.  (One-gun)  Browne.  Fifth  Row— Senior 
Rugby;  Glee  Club  Executive. 

OUR  WAR  EFFORT:  Top  Row— Killed  on  Active  Service:  Ross  Allen,  Christie  Mason;  Our  Cadet  Officers. 
Second  Row— Defenders  of  the  Realm;  Special  Feet-ure;  Quilters.  TnraD  Row— Doing  their  Bit;  Finance  Com- 
mittee; Knit  1.  Purl  2.  Fourth  Row — Active  Service  Li.it  Committee;  Stamp  Salesmen  of  IX  I;  Friends  from 
Abroad.    (See  page  G.9  for  further  details.) 
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Financial  Report,  P.C.V.S. 
War  Unit 

Demotions: 

The  Students'  Council $100.00 

The  Echoes 50.00 

Camera  Club  10.00 

B.  A.  A 10.00 

Officers'  Mess,  Cadet  Corps 5.00 

Individual  Gifts  25.00 

$200.00 
G.  A.  A.  donated  $10.00  to  local 
Red  Cross  to  buy  materials  for  the 
summer  work  at  the  school. 
Finance  Committee: 

Hosiery  fihn  $100.00 

Christmas  wreaths  70.00 

Cellophane  Christmas  trees 24.00 

Sale  of  homemade  candy  23.38 

Coat  hangers  5.00 

Proctor  &  Gamble  wrappers 10.21 

Salvage    9 .00 

Paper  collection  to  date 71.75 

$313.34 

From  the  School  Play: 

British  War  Victims'  Fund $150.00 

Greek  War  Victims'  Fund 50.00 

P.C.V.S.  War  Unit 50.00 

250.00 

TOTAL    FOR    WAR     WORK 

to  date   $763.34 


Red  Cross  Work 

Summer   Work: 

Infants'  nightgowns,  dresses, 
•shirts,  sweaters,  boys'  trous- 
ers,  socks,   mitts,   quilts.  — 

Total  number  of  garments 270 

Surgical   dressings 9,667 

Senior  Knitting  Group: 

Two  way  mitts 93  pr. 

Regular  mitts  4  pr. 

Socks   57  pr. 

Ankle  socks 26  pr. 

Girls'  sweaters  75 

Helmets  45 

Baby  jackets  25 

Baby  bonnets  5 

Biiby  booties 2 

Baby  dress  1 

Children's  suits  13 

Sleeveless  sweaters  3 

Boy.s'  sweaters  20 

Total   .369 

Junior  Knitting  Group: 

Mitts     90  pr. 

Socks   (English  W.A.)   35  pr. 

Total   125  pr. 


Sewing  Groups: 

Skirts,  sweaters,  dresses 129 

Quilts 6 

Nightgowns 30 

Bedroom  slippers  5 

Total  170 

The  British  Touch 

During  an  interview  with  three  of 
P.C.I.'s  English  Evacuees,  The  Echoes 
news-hounds  learned  a  few  interesting 
facts  about  school  days  in  England. 

"What  sports  do  you  have  in  your 
school?" 

"We  play  cricket,  football,  tennis, 
ground  hockey,  and  rugby.  From 
September  to  April  we  play  football, 
and  cricket  during  the  other  months." 

"Are  the  teams  intcr-scholastic  or 
inter-form?" 

"Both,  and  inter-house  too." 

"Wliat  do  you  mean  by  inter- 
house?" 

"When  you  enter  high  school,  you 
are  put  in  one  of  four  houses  and  you 
are  a  member  of  the  same  house  all 
during  school.  Each  house  has  its  own 
name  and  colors." 

"What  do  you  wear  to  school?" 

"The  girls  wear  green  tunics,  cream 
blouses,  white  ties,  black  stockings, 
shoes,  and  coats,  black  velour  hats 
and  green  checked  dresses  and  pana- 
ma  hats.  Boys  wear  blazers  in 
school  colors  with  the  crest  on  the 
pocket  and  caps.  They  never  wear 
trilbys — you  call  them  fedoras  here 
— to  school." 

"Are  Canadian  teachers  the  same 
as  Enghsh  ones?" 

"Teachers  here  are  more  friendly 
with  the  pupils  and  not  so  strict  in 
classes." 

"WTiat   about   homework?" 

"We  have  a  homework  time  table 
which  allows  us  forty  minutes  home- 
work a  night  in  four  definite  sub- 
jects. At  the  end  of  term  the  head- 
master discusses  your  report  with 
you  personally.' 

"Do  you  think  English  girls  grow 
up  more  quickly  than  Canadian 
girls?" 

"No,  I  don't  think  so.  V^lien  we  do 
grow  up,  we're  more  grown  up  but 
it  takes  us  longer."  "English  girls 
don't  wear  so  much  stuff  on  their 
faces  and  nails,"  added  Cliff  Royd- 
house  with  a  grin. 

"How  do  you  spend  your  summer 
holidays?" 

"We  usually  go  down  to  the  sea 
shore,  and  if  you  already  are  at  the 
sea  shore,  you  go  to  some  other  sea 
shore  or  to  the  country." 

"Thank  you.  This  has  all  been 
very  interesting." 


Dear  Students: 

In  England  I  attended  Bridgnorth 
Grammar  School,  a  very  impressive 
building  standing  on  a  hill  just  out- 
side the  town  of  Bridgnorth.  There 
is  not  a  great  deal  of  difference  be- 
tween my  old  school  and  the  Peter- 
borough Collegiate,  athough  there 
are  more  pupils  attending  here  and 
the  studies  and  sports  do  differ 
slightly. 

I  find  that  the  teachers  are  more 
friendly  with  the  students,  and  not 
so  strict  in  classes.  We  play  a  great 
many  team  games  over  there,  each 
class  having  a  team  as  you  do  in 
volleyball    and    basketball. 

The  girls  play  ground  hockey, 
which  is  much  the  same  as  the 
hockey  played  by  boys  here,  only 
we  use  a  ball  instead  of  a  puck. 

After  classes  in  the  summer  we 
play  tennis  on  the  courts  in  the 
school  grounds,  and  go  swimming  in 
the  pool  adjoining  the  courts. 

Although,  I  must  admit,  I  enjoy- 
ed going  to  school  in  England  more 
than  I  do  in  Canada,  I  am  very 
thankful  to  be  so  safe  and  happy 
liere. 

Sincerely, 

Shirley  Whittaker, 

Grade  IX  I. 


The  Drama 


Night  At  The  Inn 

cast 

The  Toff Bill  Graham 

Bill Frank  Foley 

Sniggers Leslie  Groombridge 

Albert Wallace   Buchanan 

1st  priest  of  Klesh Edgar  Hunt 

3nd  priest  of  Klesh  Walter  Hanbidge 

3rd  priest  of  Klesh Jim  Record 

Klesh Gordon    Lupton 

The  Dramatic  Club's  presentation 
of  Lord  Dunsany's  melodrama,  A 
Night  At  An  Inn  (not  to  be  confused 
with  "too  many  nights  at  an  inn!") 
provided  excellent  entertainment  at 
the  first  literary  meeting  of  the  term. 
The  acting  was  melodramatic  plus! 

The  plot  centres  around  the  ad- 
ventures of  four  English  seamen  who 
have  stolen  the  precious  ruby  eye 
from  Klesh,  a  Hindu  idol.  What  pow- 
ers they  now  possess!  They  bring  a 
horrible  death  to  the  three  priests 
who  have  been  tracking  them.  They 
have  not  long  to  gloat  over  their 
beautiful  success  as  they  were 
thwarted  by  Klesh  the  idol  himself. 

Those  who  had  always  wanted  to 
see  a  living  Buck  Rogers  were  quite 
thrilled.  Here  was  their  wish  with  all 
tile  glamour,  excitement,  complete 
with  story — beautifully  acted! 
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She  Stoops  To  Conquer 


CAST: 

Sir  Charles  Marlow Alden  Gourley 

Young  Marlow Bill  Graham 

Hardcastle Earle  Armstrong 

Hastings  Alan  Johnson 

Tony  Lumpkin Frank  Foley 

Diggory Alan  Boate 

Servants  Bill  Crowe, 

Barbara  Nicholls,  Maurine  Fisher 
Mrs.  Hardcastle  Irene  Michaud 

Miss  Hardcastle        Barbara  Bothwell 

Miss  Neville  Sylvia  Boorman 

Maid  Eleanor  Bigelow 

Landlady  Molly  Brown 

Company  at  the  Alehouse — 

Stewart    Brown,    Leslie    Groom- 
bridge,   Orville   Sellon. 
Prompter  Ruth  Telford 

There  was  no  doubt  that  Oliver 
Goldsmith's  rich  comedy  She  Stoops 
to  Conquer  would  lose  none  of  its  fun 
when  presented  by  the  Dramatic 
Club  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  R.  L. 
Hale  and  Miss  D.  M.  White.  When 
those  two  put  their  heads  together, 
wasn't  the  result  always  a  success? 
Weren't  the  cast  working  overtime  to 
acquire  professional  skill?  Hadn't  the 
committees  continued  their  search 
till  all  the  properties  were  elaborately 
complete?  Hadn't  Mr.  Johnston  and 
his  stage-crew  kept  up  a  terrific  pace 
until  the  skilful  lighting  and  back- 
drop system  were  smoothly  under 
control?  Were  not  Miss  Weddell  and 
her  singing  cherubs  keyed  to  a  fine 
pitch?  Mr.  Maybee  and  his  newly  re- 
vised orchestra  raring  to  prove  their 
abihty? 

Yet  to-night  was  the  night  and  I 
couldn't  get  much  enthused.  Imagine! 
But  that  was  before  I  saw,  heard,  and 
enjoyed  the  play. 

Perhaps  my  humble  praises  of  this 
great  production  sound  stereotyped, 
but  if  you  saw  She  Stoops  to  Conquer, 
you  can  appreciate  how  very  sincere 
they  are. 


Mannerisms: 

An   absolute   lack  of   stiffness  and 
puppet-like  action  so  often  associated 
with  school  plays. 
Lines: 

Amazingly     smooth!       Only     one 
prompting   (a  record  not  to  be  sneez- 
ed at!) 
Characters: 

Even  the  smallest  part  was  well 
ca.st,  as  witness  Diggory,  the  Maid, 
and  the  Landlady.  Remarkable  was 
the  regularity  of  the  splendid  acting — 
all  characters  being  almost  equally 
fine. 

Never  has  there  been  a  sweeter 
leading  lady  than  Barbara  Bothwell 
— her  smile,  voice,  laugh,  grace — just 
perfect. 

Frank  Foley  proved  that  Tony 
Lumpkin  was,  as  the  name  implies, 
rather  dense  but  exceedingly  funny. 

Maurine  Fisher  and  Barbara 
Nicholls  were  simply  a  "howl"  in  the 
part  of  hopelessly  vacant-looking 
servants. 

Irene  Michaud  displayed  her  high 
spirits  (at  their  highest  in  the  gard- 
en scene)  in  the  role  of  the  affected 
mother  who  goes  hysterical  on  the 
slighest  provocation.  More  dashing 
suitors  were  never  born  than  Bill 
Graham  and  Alan  Johnson.  Sylvia 
Boorman  was  an  accompUshed  Miss 
Neville.  Armstrong  and  Gourley 
brought  the  last  act  to  a  rousing 
finish. 
Costumes: 

Costumes    were    particularly    out- 
standing,   rich    in    both    fabric    and 
colour,   handsome   in   design.   Ah,   to 
have  lived  in  the   170O's! 
Scenery: 

The    panelled    drawing-room — ela- 
borate.   The    ale-house — disreputable. 
The   evening    garden — a    fairy    para- 
dise. 
Voice: 

Enunciation  was  beautifully  clear. 
Softer    than    music    was    the    clear, 
sweet,    but    emphatic    voice    of    the 
leading  lady. 
Predictions: 

A  star  is  born — Barbara  Both- 
well;  a  second  Billie  Burke — Irene 
Michaud;  a  New  York  stage  actor — 
Earle  Armstrong;  funnier  than 
Zasu  Pitts — Maurine  Fisher. 
Comments: 

Heard  on  leaving  the  Auditorium: 
"I  believe  I  enjoyed  the  music  most 
of  all!"  (Either  a  lover  of  good 
music  or  Mr.  Maybee's  cousin's 
uncle)  .  .  .  "Hasn't  the  leading  lady 
a  charming  voice?"  (We  think  so 
too.)  ....  "Doesn't  Miss  Isabel 
Weddell     look     lovely     leading     her 


girls?"    (True  words.)    .   .   .  "Surely 
this   has   been   the   best   school   play 
ever."    (You  can  say  that  again.) 
Appreciation: 

To  Mr.  Hale  and  Miss  White  and 
all  their  faithful  assistants,  heartiest 
congratulations  on  the  wonderful 
success  and  sincerest  thanks  for 
adding  another  page  to  our  Book  of 
Memories. 

Vacuum 

CAST 

Mrs.  Hackett Eileen  Armstrong 

Miss  Fridgett Connie  Nicholson 

Woffler Aldon  Gourley 

Mrs.  Itchenpine Dorothy  Clarke 

Miss  Hawser Irene  Michaud 

Club  Women  Ruth  Telford,  Molly 
Brown,  Barabara  Bothwell,  Audrey 
Chase,  Lenna  Davies,  Dorothy 
Frost,  Marie  Casey,  Norma  El- 
combe. 


The  scene  of  the  short  play 
Vacuu7n,  written  by  Hugh  Kenner 
and  produced  by  Miss  Margaret 
White  and  Mr.  R.  L.  Hale,  was  laid 
in  the  main  office  of  the  Puddleville 
Y.W.C.A.;  the  time  was  a  windy 
March  afternoon.  Miss  Fridgett,  the 
Y.W.C.A.  secretary,  drew  a  lot  of 
laughs  in  a  gum-chewing  solo  per- 
formance on  the  typewriter  before 
the  arrival  of  the  main  characters. 
(No  longer  will  we  frown  when  the 
teacher  says  "to  the  basket  with 
that—") 

The  plot  was  centred  around  the 
struggle  of  the  Sewing  Circle  to  find 
a  speaker  for  its  meeting,  and  the 
efforts  of  the  villainess.  Miss  Itchen- 
pine to  steal  a  dress  pattern  belong- 
ing to  Mrs.  Hackett. 

Woffler  captured  the  show  as  the 
vacuum-cleaner  salesman  who  comes 
in  by  mistake  and  is  drafted  to  speak 
at  the  meeting.  What  a  hilarious 
scene  with  the  eight  typical  club- 
women all  talking  at  once,  of  course, 
and  the  powerful  vacuum  cleaner 
sucking  in  practically  everything  but 
the  permanent  fixtures. 
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Brilliant  Folk 


Nicholls  Scholarships — 
Academic  School 

Form  V:  1,  William  Hem-y;  2, 
James  Davidson. 

Form  rV:  1,  Hugh  Kemier;  2, 
Norma  Timlin. 

Grade  XI:  1,  Maureen  Browii;  2, 
Norma  Elcombe. 

Grade  X:  1,  Stewart  Brown;  2, 
Harold  Mather. 

Grades  IX  A,  IX  B,  IX  C,  IX  D: 
1,  John  Franks;  2,  Adele  Fitzgerald. 

W.  G.  Morrow  Scholarships — 
Vocational  School 

Commercial  Department: 

Special  Commercial:  1,  Edna  Bor- 
land; 2,  Audrey  Dainton. 

Grade  XI:  1,  Sadie  Anderson;  2, 
Fanny  Gishman. 

Grade  X:  1,  Arlie  Coimell;  2, 
Elizabeth  Estlick. 

Grades  IX  E,  IX  F;  IX  G:  1.  Joy 
Preston;  2,  Vivian  Martin. 

Household  Arts  Department: 

Grade  XI:  1,  Beverly  White;  2, 
Constance  Lewis. 

Grade  X:  1,  June  Wallis;  2,  Mary 
Hanlon. 

Industrial  Arts  Department: 

Grade  XI:  1,  Rex  Rose;  2,  Colin 
Jack. 

Grade  X:  1,  Frank  Fisher;  2, 
Garth  Choate. 

Grades  IX  H,  IX  I,  IX  J:  1,  Lois 
Wright,  2,  Joan  Smedmor. 

I.O.D.E.  Canadian  History 
Prizes 

Donated   by   the  Peter   Robinson 
Chapter 

Academic  School:  Norma  Elcombe. 

Vocational  School:  Commercial 
Department— Elizabeth  Esthck. 

Household  and  Industrial  Arts  — 
June  Wallis. 

University  Scholarships 

William  Henry  won  a  Provincial 
Scholarship  in  General  Proficiency  at 
Queen's  University. 

Barrie  Jack  won  a  Scholarship  in 
English  at  Queen's  University. 


Edith  Murphy  Memorial 
Scholarships  In  English 

Academic  School:  Barrie  Jack. 
Vocational     School,     Commercial: 
Sadie  Anderson. 

Language  Prizes 

French:      James 


French:     Norma 


Upper      School 
Davidson. 

Middle     School 
Timlin. 

Upper  School  Latin:  James  David- 
son. 

(The  picture  of  the  scholarship 
winners  will  be  found  on  page  50.) 

You  Are  Now  The 
Leaders 

Mr.  Chairman: 

To-day  another  commencement  is 
upon  us,  bringing  to  me  the  privilege 
of  saying  a  few  words  of  farewell  to 
you.  on  behalf  of  the  graduating  class 
of  1940. 

From  the  day  we  first  sat  in  this 
assembly  hall  five  years  ago,  Peter- 
borough Collegiate  and  Vocational 
School  has  been  a  part  of  our  daily 
lives.  These  have  been  five  years  of 
social  fellowship  and  pleasant  recrea- 
tion, of  mental  and  physical  improve- 
ment. During  this  time  we  have  made 
friendships  not  to  be  easily  broken, 
associations  not  to  be  soon  forgotten. 
This  is  why  "Commencement"  brings 
us  of  the  graduating  class  a  day  of 
joy  mingled  with  regret, — joy  in  the 
realization  of  certain  ambitions,  and 
regret  at  the  interruption  of  relations 
which  we  have  so  long  sustained  with 
each  other. 

Perhaps  what  is  most  responsible 
for  our  respect  and  love  for  P.  C.  I. 
is  the  excellence  of  its  teaching  staff. 
Lender  the  very  capable  leadership  of 
Dr.  Kenner,  the  teachers  have  played 
an  unselfish  and  helpful  part  in  our 
school  life.  Always  willing  to  give 
advice  and  time  whenever  needed, 
patiently  explaining  the  simplest 
problems  to  us,  and  enabling  us  to 
surmount  the  difficulties  that  ap- 
peared continually,  they  took  in  all 
the  students  a  genuine  interest  for 
which  we  shall  always  feel  grateful. 
Under  their  guidance  the  various 
teams  learned  to  put  forth  all  that 
was  in  them  on  the  field  of  battle, 
and  either  to  win  modestly  or  to  lose 


courageously  in  the  manner  of  true 
sportsmen.  These  qualities  have 
always  been  apparent  in  our  school 
athletics.  We  owe  much  to  the 
Students'  Council,  which  attended  to 
the  various  hterary  and  social  func- 
tions so  necessary  in  an  all-round 
education;  to  The  Echoes,  our  school 
magazine  which  earned  such  a  high 
position  among  the  school  publica- 
tions of  the  province;  and  to  the 
cadet  corps,  which  each  year  has  so 
distinguished   itself   on   parade. 

Perhaps  at  the  time  we  did  not  ap- 
preciate this  kindly  super\nsion;  per- 
haps we  did  not  think  it  necessary. 
Out  of  high  school,  however,  there  is 
not  always  present  the  helping  hand 
of  teachers  whose  advice  and  warn- 
ings come  out  of  a  clear  sky  at  the 
right  moment  and  always  save  the 
day.  There  is  a  big  difference.  There 
is  no  one  to  tell  us  that  we  are  slip- 
ping until  we  are  in  danger,  and  then 
we  are  told  by  mail.  The  letter  tells 
us  of  our  poor  showing,  and  the  re- 
sults of  continuing  in  the  same  way 
without  a  change  for  the  better.  And 
then — it's  up  to  us.  Now,  for  the 
first  time  we  are  free  to  come  and 
go.  No  one  seems  to  care  what  we  do. 
The  worst  thing  we  can  do  is  to 
-satisfy  ourselves  with  "getting-by." 
Who  knows  of  a  really  successful 
business  man  who  ever  tries  to  "get 
by.'"  More  than  ever  before,  it's  up 
to  us! 

And  so,  on  behalf  of  those  who 
have  left  P.  C.  I.  so  recently,  I  wish 
to  express  our  deepest  appreciation 
of  all  the  help  received  while  we  were 
preparing  in  the  school  for  the  broad- 
er responsibilities  of  our  future  lives. 
To  j'ou  who  are  now  the  graduating 
class  at  P.  C.  V.  S.  we  leave  the  high 
standards  and  ideals  of  this  school. 
Protect  them;  cherish  them;  honour 
them.  You  are  now  the  leaders — lead 
your  school  to  new  honours  and  up- 
hold forever  the  garnet  and  grey,  the 
dearest  colours  in  the  world. 

Bill  Henry, 
Queen's  University. 


hi  Memory  of 

31emt  ©rotter 

A  Student  of 
FORM  IV  A  ACADEMIC 

Who  Passed  Away  on 
November  16,  1940 
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Our   Unreturning  Brave 

Pilot  Officer  Ross  Allen 
Christopher  Mason 


Russel  Barton 


Royal  Canadian  Navy 

Gordon  Hardie,  Ben  Ackerman, 
John  Archibald,  Jack  Colborne,  Wal- 
ter Farr,  Jim  Hawthorne,  James 
Lawson,  Tom  MacDonald,  Jack  Mc- 
Mahon,  Robert  Middleton. 


Canadian  (Active)  Army 

Eastern   Ontario   Regiments: 

Wilham  Gray,  Lome  Robertson, 
Lionel  Sorby,  Frank  Bencze,  Herb- 
ert Brooks,  Bruce  Burfield,  Leo 
Christie,  James  Clancy,  Lloyd 
Detler,  Roy  Fairbairn,  Henry 
Girard,  Lawrence  Hele,  Arthur 
Houghton,  James  Ireland,  James 
Lemmon,  Donald  McPherson, 
Malcolm  Pakenham,  Frank  Peters, 
Alfred  Pooley,  Grant  Torrance, 
Norman  Chate,  Robert  Allen,  Max 
Clarke,  Hugh  Davidson,  Leonard 
Foster,  Neil  Gemmell,  Eric  Haley, 
J.  Williams,  Joe  Bailey,  William 
Bartlett,  Aubrey  Braund,  Jack 
Campbell,  Kenyon  Choate,  Alec 
Clark,  Gordon  Clarke,  Fred  Crowe, 
Walter  Curtis,  Vincent  Fowlie, 
Lome  Galley,  Wray  Hamilton, 
Bernard  Hamlin.  Jack  Moore,  John 
Peel,  William  Rome,  Kenneth 
Thompson,  Jack  Tighe,  Ralph 
TuUy. 

Other   Infantry    Units: 

John  Allen,  James  Beatty,  Haig 
Bothwell,  Archie  Brown,  John 
Brown,  Lionel  Campbell,  Ray 
Clancy,  Pat  Hall,  Robert  Hewett, 
Roy  Hope,  Bill  Mackness,  Bill 
Morrison,  Archie  McBride,  William 
McFadden,  Stanley  McNeely,  Ed- 
ward Panter,  Stanley  Page,  Ev- 
erett Peters,  James  Rogers,  Rodney 
Theobald,  Norman  Thomas,  Har- 
old VoUans,  Patrick  Webb. 

Royal  Canadian  Artillery: 

Cecil  Perdue,  Grant  Smedmor, 
Sidney  Smith,  F.  Stanley,  W. 
Thompson,  Alec  Lasenby,  Claude 
Millard,  George  Smedmor,  Jack 
Callaghan,  Bill  Martin,  Pat  Hall, 
W.  R.  Thompson,  Merton  Thomp- 
son, Alton  Van  Allen,  Melville 
Akers,  James  Parsons. 


On  Active  Service 

Royal  Canadian  Engineers: 

Wallace  Agnew,  Norman  Bowler, 
Jack  Davies,  Cyril  Fontaine,  Char- 
les Gray,  Joseph  Hickey,  Arthur 
Lafenby,  Gerald  Northy,  Leslie 
Plunkett,  Donald  Smedmor,  Ger- 
ald   Stabler,    John    Thompson. 

Canadian  Dental  Corps:  Jack  Green, 
Keith  Braund,  James  Goudy, 
Douglas  Hay,  Alfred  Pink,  Wilfred 
Preston,  Stanley  Stacey,  William 
Thompson. 

Royal  Canadian  Corps  of  Signals:  E. 
Davis,  Hudson  Hall,  Arnold  Bruce, 
Gordon  Thompson,  Henry  Wins- 
low. 

Tank  Corps:  Gordon  Huggins,  Gor- 
don Langton,  James  Hall,  Regi- 
nald Yelland. 

Royal  Canadian  Army  Seri'ice  Corps: 
Wallace  Crouter,  J.  Stratton. 

Royal  Canadian  Army  Medical 
Corps:  Ralph  Clark,  Matron 
Agnes  Neil,  Donald  Wood. 

Canadian  Military  Police:  John  Perry. 

Searchlight   Battery:    .John   Langley. 

Royal  Canadian  Ordnance  Corps: 
EUjah  Forbes. 

Royal  Canadian  Army  Pay  Corps: 
John  Edgar. 

Canadian  Forestry  Corps:    W.  Strat- 
ton. 
Snpply  Corps:  Joe  Primeau. 

British  Army 

Albert  Clark,  Kenneth  Cooper, 
Scott  Medd. 

Royal  Canadian  Air  Force 

William  Jackson,  Roland  Rennie, 
Arthur  Waddell,  Jack  Arundel, 
Chester  Clark,  Edward  Clarke, 
Douglas  Blagrave,  Edward  Boyler, 
Stanley  Brock,  William  Campbell, 
Harold  Choate,  Bill  Collins, 
Dan  Collins,  Bill  Constable,  Bill 
Ferguson,  Rex  Forsythe,  Earle 
Gibson,  Frank  Gishman,  Jack 
Hales,  Keith  Harrison,  Wallace 
Harrison,  Lloyd  Harvie,  Joseph 
Hickey,  Joe  Horton,  Edward  Huff- 
man, Dean  Kelly,  Alec  Lacey,  Al- 
bert Leether,  Harold  Lumsden, 
Reuben  MacDonald,  Jack  Machin, 


Donald  Mackay,  George  Mackay, 
Stanley  McCormick,  Clifford  Mor- 
row, Edward  O'Toole,  James 
Pogue,  Douglas  Quirt,  John  Quirt, 
Bernard  Rose,  Ken  Rose,  James 
Withers,  Griffin  Young,  Robert 
Young. 

Royal  Air  Force 

Wallace  Barton.  Gerald  WooU. 

At  The  Trainins  Centres 

In  addition  to  those  listed  on  the 
previous  page  many  of  our  students 
and  ex-students  are  training  with  the 
Prince  of  Wales  Rangers  or  with  the 
local  Battery.  Others  are  in  uniform 
acting  as  instructors  and  performing 
other  duties  at  the  training  centres. 
They  are  Rae  Borland,  Sam  Patte, 
Ken  Brown,  Tom  Stanley,  Frank 
Pammett. 


We  realize  that  there  are  many 
errors  and  omissions  in  our  active 
service  list  but  it  has  been  a  pleasure 
to  The  Echoes  to  be  able  to  continue 
this  record  from  last  year.  We  should 
like  to  thank  all  those  who  have  con- 
tributed information  and  should  wel- 
come any  further  details. 

In  accordance  with  censorship  re- 
gulations we  are  not  pubUshing  these 
specific  details,  but  such  information 
as  we  have  been  able  to  glean 
through  the  co-operation  of  the 
student  body  is  necessary  for  the 
sending  of  parcels  and  will  be  record- 
ed by  The  Echoes  for  this  purpose. 

Christmas  Parcels 

This  year  thirty  Christmas  parcels 
were  sent  to  as  many  ex-students  of 
P.C.V.S.  The  boys  who  received  par- 
cels were  those  who  had  attended  our 
school  since  1935  and  who  are  now 
on  active  service  overseas,  in  the 
navy,  or  on  coastal  patrol.  Miss 
Thompson,  at  the  head  of  the  pack- 
ing committee,  was  assisted  by  Mary 
Curry,  Betsy  English,  June  Burrows, 
Grace  Lundy,  Mac  Powell,  Jack 
Dinsdale,  Mac  Campbell,  Bill  Crowe, 
Bill  Allen.  Addresses  for  these  par- 
cels were  obtained  from  The  Echoes' 
active  service  list. 
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Mentioned  In  Dispatches 

One  of  our  boys,  Acting  Leading 
Seaman  Robert  Middleton,  has  earn- 
ed the  privilege  of  being  mentioned 
in  dispatches  for  courageous  work  in 
an  enemy  submarine  attack.  He  has 
brought  great  honour  to  his  country, 
to  his  city,  and  to  his  Alma  Mater. 
P.C.V.S.  is  justly  proud   of  him! 

At  Dunkirk 

Among  members  of  the  High- 
landers who  were  in  the  evacuation 
at  Dunkirk  was  a  Peterborough  boy, 
an  ex-student  of  P.C.V.S.  Corporal 
Stanley  McNeely. 

Letters 

December  19,  1940. 

To  the  Students  of  P.C.V.S.— 

Thank  you  very  much  for  the 
lovely  parcel  which  I  received  from 
you  today — I  don't  think  any  of  you 
can  realize  how  I  felt  when  I  knew 
that  my  old  school  hadn't  forgotten 
me.  I  don't  suppose  any  of  my 
old  school-mates  are  there  now,  but 
I  feel  as  if  I  know  you  all  just  the 
same. 

I  think  an  old  soldier  must  have 
decided  what  to  put  in  the  parcel, 
as  I  can  assure  you  that  I  wasted  no 
time  opening  that  tin  of  Planter's 
peanuts  and  starting  to  eat  the 
candy.  In  fact  right  now  my  left 
hand  strays  in  the  direction  of  the 
peanuts  so  much  that  my  writing 
is  quite  handicapped.  I  am  afraid  to 
think  of  Miss  Thompson's  remark 
when  she  views  this  lovely  penman- 
ship. 

And  I'm  afraid  I  won't  want  to 
wear  those  garnet  and  gray  socks 
yet.  I  want  to  have  those  with  me, 
right  through  this  war,  as  a  sort  of 
good  luck  charm. 

I  remember  the  first  morning  we 
saw  German  bombers  at  close  range 
and  I  don't  think  I'll  forget  that  ex- 
perience for  quite  a  while.  It  hap- 
pened at  about  six  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  We  heard  them  approach- 
ing but  at  that  time  we  were  unable 
to  distinguish  between  the  sound  of 
enemy  and  our  own  planes.  So  we 
stood  in  the  doorway  of  our  hut  and 
counted  them  as  they  came  out  of 
the  clouds.  We  still  didn't  realize 
who  they  were  until  they  began  their 
dive.  I  can  assure  you,  that  we  didn't 
wa.ste  much  time,  then,  getting  either 


into  our  shelters  or  at  our  machine 
guns.  It  was  quite  noisy  for  awhile 
but  all  Jerry  succeeded  in  doing  was 
to  knock  down  a  couple  of  our  huts. 
Unfortunately  one  officer  and  a  wo- 
man died,  with  a  couple  of  our  fel- 
lows. But  two  Jerry  planes  were 
down  by  our  camps,  and  the  others 
didn't  get  home  to  tell  about  it,  as 
they  were  "caught"  before  they 
reached  the  coast. 

Jerry  has  done  considerable  dam- 
age in  London,  but  the  spirit  and 
morale  of  the  people  is  just  as  high, 
if  not  higher,  than  it  ever  was.  They 
are  having  things  a  little  more  quiet 
now  and  I  feel  very  glad  for  them, 
as  they  certainly  deserve  it.  I  visited 
my  aunt  a  few  weeks  ago  (in  Lon- 
don) and  she  and  the  family  had  not 
slept  in  a  bed  for  over  sixty  con- 
secutive nights,  but  in  an  Anderson 
shelter. 

The  air-raid  siren  has  just  gone, 
and  I  have  a  special  duty  to  per- 
form, so  I'm  afraid  I  will  have  to 
close  this  rather  short  letter,  again 
thanking  each  and  every  one  of  you 
for  remembering  me. 

Yours,  as  I  was  at  school,  just — 

Houghton. 

December  16,  1940 

To  Students  of  P.C.V.S.— 

I  am  taking  this  opportunity  of 
thanking  you  for  the  most  welcome 
parcel,  which  I  received  yesterday 
morning.  It  was  delivered  to  me  here, 
in  the  hospital,  where  I  have  been 
for  the  last  four  weeks  undergoing  a 
minor  operation,  and  it  relieved  the 
monotony  and  brightened  the  day 
to  such  an  extent  that  the  doctor 
said  I  didn't  even  look  sick.  I  am 
almost  completely  recovered,  and 
with  a  little  luck  I  should  be  out  be- 
fore Christmas,  even  though  all  we 
will  have,  is  the  memories  of  former 
j'ears  to  bring  us  the  cheer  and  hap- 
piness that  is  usually  ours  at  this 
time  of  the  year.  Thanking  you  all 
again,  and  wishing  the  school  all  the 
best  for  the  coming  year,  I  remain, 

A  former  pupil, 

L.  G.  Campbell. 

Prisoner  Of  War 

In  our  quest  for  soldiers'  addresses 
we  learned  with  regret  that  a  former 
student  of  the  school  is  a  prisoner  of 
war  in  Germany.  He  is  Kenneth 
Cooper  of  an  infantry  unit  of  the 
British  Army. 


Information?  Thanks! 

Even  looking  for  ex-students' 
homes  has  its  humorous  side.  Shall 
we  take,  for  example,  the  location 
of  Reuben  Hooley,  of  22  Dunlevie 
Avenue.  Upon  arriving  at  this  site 
we  find  a  vacant  lot,  beautifully 
decorated  by  a  dilapidated  sign- 
board. 

Then  we  decide  to  take  the  easiest 
way,  and  sitting  down  at  the  tele- 
phone we  flip  merrily  through  the 
phone  book  in  search  of  a  Joseph 
Thompson.  Whereupon  we  find  that 
there  are  exactly  twenty-one  famihes 
by  that  name.  Well,  patience  is  a 
virtue  and  so  resignedly  we  begin  to 
dial  number  after  number  and  con- 
sistently the  voice  at  the  other  end 
of  the  wire  sounds  very,  very  dazed. 
Oh  well!  there's  still  the  city  direc- 
tory and  a  bicycle. 

One  of  our  number  had  a  very 
singular  experience.  The  quest  was  a 
certain  apartment.  After  wander- 
ing upstairs  and  down  the  right  door 
was  finally  discovered.  Repeated  loud 
knockings  brought  no  results.  Then 
just  as  the  caller  was  about  to  take 
his  departure  an  infuriated  gentle- 
man appeared.  Our  worthy  investi- 
gator stated  his  requirements.  There- 
upon he  was  told  in  no  uncertain 
terms  that  he  had  interrupted  a  bath, 
but  finally  the  whole  matter  was 
settled  without  any  hard  feelings. 

And  the  result  of  all  these  travels 
was  that  the  members  of  the  com- 
mittee were  one  and  all  absolutely 
befuddled  by  the  existence  at  one 
time  of  exactly  twelve  different  fists, 
each  of  which  had  to  be  kept  up-to- 
date.  Anyway,  we  are  all  still  alive. 

Serve  By  Saving 

There  is  a  land  we  love  so  well. 
That  lies  across  the  sea; 
Whose  shores  are  now  being  raided  by 
The  planes  of  Germany. 

The  question  is,  "How  can  we  help 
This  land  we  all  adore; 
To  keep  the  planes  of  Germany 
From   bombing  any  more.''" 

At  last  the  answer  we  have  found, 
For  each  to  do  his  share — 
By  buying  several  stamps  or  bonds, 
Each  Monday  of  the  year. 

In  seven  years  and  then  a  half. 
The  money  we  have  spent. 
Will  be  returned  with  high  interest; 
And  we  have  saved  and  lent. 

John  Gillespie,  IX  C. 
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Graduating   Classes   OF   1940 


Academic 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO: 

Doris  Glover    (Physiotherapy) 
James  Lillico    (Honour  Law) 
William    Moorhead    (Commerce   and 

Finance) 
Barbara   Richardson    (Sociology   and 

Philosophy) 
David  Rogers    (Civil  Engineering) 
Helen  Smoke  (Household  Economics) 
Philip    Turner     (Commerce    and 

Finance) 
Alec  Young    (Arts) 
Elfie  Saunders    (Physiotherapy) 
William    Wheeler    (Arts) 

QUEEN'S  UNIVERSITY: 

William  Henry  (Chemical  Engineer- 
ing) 

Earle  Routly  (Chemical  Engineer- 
ing) 

Andrew  Scott    (Medicine) 

Franklin  Smoke  (Electrical  Engin- 
eering) 

John  Bannister    (Commerce  and 
Finance) 

Margaret  Clarkson    (Arts) 

Barrie  Jack  (English  Language  and 
Literature) 

PETERBOROUGH  NORMAL 
SCHOOL: 

Duncan  Seymour,  Florence  Beebe, 
Ella  Crough,  Janet  Mcintosh, 
Gwendolen  Record. 

NURSES  IN  TRAINING: 
Elizabeth    Couper     (Sick    Children's 

Hospital) 
Willene  Miller   (Nicholls  Hospital) 

SPECIAL  COMMERCIAL 
COURSE: 

Samuel  Andrew,  Marjorie  Armstrong, 
Wilma  Armstrong,  Shirley  Ashby, 
Helen  Ballard,  Elaine  Cook,  Iris 
Fitzgerald,  William  Hamilton, 
Isabel  Howson,  Jean  Johnston, 
Elizabeth  Richardson,  Eleanor 
Rosborough,  Eleanor  Taylor,  Mar- 
jorie  Tinker,   Margaret   Westbye. 

OTHER  COURSES: 

Elizabeth  Allen    (Business  College) 
James  Davidson    (Business  College) 
Margaret   MacFarlane    (O.A.C.  Hor- 
ticultural  Course) 
Donald   Warne    (Apprentice  at   Roy 

Studio) 
Jewitt  Parr    (Gait  High  School) 

IN  BUSINESS: 

Carmen  Bell    (Farming) 

Lome  Casey    (Richard  Hall  Store) 

Walter  Dunford  (Canadian  Ventilat- 
ing Shades) 

Erminie  Gurney  (Canadian  General 
Electric  Co.) 


Lloyd    Harvie     (Quaker    Oats    Com,- 

pany) 
James    Harvey     (Canadian    General 

Electric  Co.) 
Robert  Hatton  (Bank  of  Toronto) 
John     Hooper      (Canadian     General 

Electric   Co.) 
John  Hope    (Bank  of  Commerce) 
Ralph  Rogow    (Western  Clock  Co.) 
Loreen  Wellwood   (Canadian  General 

Electric  Co.) 

ARMY: 

Rae  Borland  (Instructor  at  Exhibi- 
tion Park) 

Aubrey  Braund  (Infantry,  Active 
Army) 

Alton  Van  Allen  (R.C.A.,  Active 
Army) 

Frank  Pammett  (Armouries  Orderly 
Room) 

Industrial   Arts 

C.  G.  E.  CO.: 

Jack  Ainslie,  George  Baker,  Arthur 
Duncan,  Donald  Eason,  Scott  Elm- 
hirst,  Ronald  Hodson,  Ronald  Hor- 
ton,  James  McBride,  Stewart  Mc- 
Laren, James  Mitchell,  Bernard 
O'Brien,  Rex  Rose,  Donald  West- 
lake. 

OTHER  OCCUPATIONS: 

Harry  Allen   (no  record) 

James  Northam  (De  Laval  Co.  Ltd.) 

Commercial 

Marjorie     Benson      (Western     Clock 

Co.) 
Edna  Borland   (Royal  Bank  of  Can- 
ada) 
Dorothy     Boyle      (Brinton-Peterbor- 

ough  Carpet  Co.) 
Ken  Brown    (Orderly  Room,  Exhibi- 
tion Park) 
Angeline  Burns  (Western  Clock  Co.) 
Nora  Corkery    (Quaker  Oats  Co.) 
Audrey  Dainton    (Colonial   Weaving 

Co.) 
Viola  Davidson     (Canadian    General 

Electric  Co.) 
Joan   Eldred    (Canada  Packers  Co.) 
William  Ferguson    (Mutual  Life  As- 
surance Co.) 
Marjorie  Foster    (Canadian    General 

Electric  Co.) 
Isabel    Graham     (Canadian    General 

Electric  Co.) 
Mary  Hall    (At  Home) 
Evelyn  Hill   (Coleman  Bros.) 
Velma  Hope   (Quaker  Oats  Co.) 
Donald  McKinlay    (Canada  Packers 

Co.) 
Ehzabeth  Middleton  (De  Laval  Co.) 
James  Milburn    (Bank  of  Toronto) 


Mary  Millar    (Nurse  in  Training) 
Zita  Spencer  (Dr.  J.  J.  Craig) 
Mary  Stewart    (Dewart  Bros.) 
Vivian  Sullivan    (Canadian  Bank  of 

Commerce) 
Agnes    Weir    (Brinton   Peterborough 

Carpet  Co.) 
Olga  Westbye    (Royal  Bank  of  Can- 
ada) 

Happy  About  The  Whole  Thing 

When  Mr.  Browne  announced  that 
Hugh  Kenner  and  Margaret  West- 
bye had  been  chosen  tor  Princeps 
Alumnus  and  Princeps  Alumna, 
everyone  was  pleased.  The  long  list 
of  Hugh's  accomplishments  shout 
that  he  is  worthy  of  such  honour; 
the  long  list  of  Margaret's  friends 
leave  no  doubt  that  she  was  meant 
to  be  a  leader.  Brilliance,  good- 
humour,  sincerity  and  modesty  are 
all  hers.     Marg.  is  everyone's  friend. 

All  These  And  Heaven  Tool 

Hugh 
1940-41: 

Editor-in-Chief  of  The  Echoes. 
1939-40: 

Photography  Editor  of  The  Echoes. 

President  of  Camera  Club. 

Member  of  Students'  Council. 

Nicholls   Scholarship   winner. 
1938-39: 

Assistant     Art     and     Photography 
Editor. 

Treasurer  of  Camera  Club. 

Form  Representative. 

Nicholls  Scholarship  Winner. 
1937-38: 

Form  Reporter. 

Nicholls  Scholarship  Winner. 
1936-37: 

Form    Representative    and    Form 
Reporter. 

Nicholls  Scholarship  Winner. 

Margaret 
1940-41: 
Associate  Editor  of  The  Echoes. 
Member  of  Finance  Committee  of 

War  Unit. 
Member  of  War  Savings  Commit- 
tee. 
1939-40: 
Literary  Editor  of  The  Echoes. 
Secretary   Social    Committee. 
1938-39: 
Secretary  Students'  Council. 
Assistant    Literary   Editor   of    The 
Echoes. 
1937-38: 

Circulation     Department     of     The 

Echoes. 
Firenza  in  Princess  Zara. 
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Camera  Club 

This  year  the  Camera  Club  at  its 
opening  meeting  elected  the  follow- 
ing officers: 

Hon.  President Mr.  V.  R.  Henry 

President Bob    Crocker 

Immediate  Past  Pres. Hugh  Kenner 

Secretary... Walter    Hanbidge 

Treasurer Stewart    Brown 

On  Wednesday  nights  experts  of 
P.  C.  I.'s  camera  world  and  new- 
comers just  getting  that  certain 
spirit  learned  a  great  deal  about  de- 
veloping, printing,  composing,  en- 
larging, and  copying.  Mr.  Cornell,  as 
well  as  Mr.  V.  R.  Henry  and  Past 
President  Hugh,  directed  many  of 
the  lectures. 

A  new  marble  table-top  has  been 
purchased  (beware  H  CI)  for  the 
dark-room  to  replace  the  beautiful 
glass  one  that  had  such  a  short  ex- 
istence. 

Before  the  clubbers  wash  their 
hands  of  the  "soup"  for  the  year  they 
will  learn  much  about  portrait  taking 
and  enjoy  a  hike  into  the  country  to 
catch  a  few  shots  of  spring  beauty. 


A  Word   About   Graduates 


issem 


biy 


Graduates  On  Parade 

The  immaculate  graduates,  beam- 
ing scholarship  winners,  and  proud 
parents  filled  the  P.C.V.S.  Auditor- 
ium on  Friday,  December  6.  This 
was  their  day! 

When  each  graduate  had  received 
his  rolled  and  ribboned  certificate. 
Canon  W.  P.  Robertson  held  the 
audience  with  an  exceedingly  fine 
address  consisting  of  school-day 
reminiscences,  an  exhortation,  and 
two  book  reviews.  Characteristically 
Canon  Robertson  effected  strong 
emphasis  by  his  special  mannerisms 
which  are  a  minor  study  in  them- 
selves. 

The  entertainment  was  of  the  best. 
Miss  Isobel  Weddell  conducted  her 
Girls'  Glee  Club  through  two  French- 
Canadian  numbers.  Many  of  the 
audience  could  be  heard  humming 
A  la  Claire  Fontaine  and  Vivie  la 
CoTnpagnie  while  leaving  the  hall — 
a  sure  proof  that  Miss  Weddell  and 
her  forty  song-birds  had  made  a  deep 
impression. 

The  Dramatic  Club's  presenta- 
tion of  the  Tragical  Comedy  of 
Pyramus  and  Thisbe  was  altogether 
up  to  the  standard  we  have  come  to 
expect  of  Mr.  Hale  and  his  thespians. 
Leslie  Groombridge  as  the  diminu- 
tive red-headed  swain  and  Mollie 
Brown,  who  played  the  part  of  the 
adored  Thisbe  charmingly  in  her  bed- 
sheet  a  la  mode,  blue  cape,  and  white 
carnation,  stole  the  show  from  one 
another  by  turns.  Bob  Crocker,  as 
the  lion,  roared  his  way  through  a 
part  which  he  had  no  trouble 
memorizing. 


The  climax  of  the  Commencement 
Exercises  was  the  naming  of  the 
Princeps  Alumnus  and  Princeps 
Alumna.  Mr.  C.  S.  Browne  made 
both  these  announcements  and  ap- 
peared to  be  having  the  time  of  his 
life.  His  constant  composure  and  his 
sense  of  humour  were  never  more 
evident.  After  lingering  over  the 
salient  points  of  their  careers,  he 
named  Margaret  Westbye  and  Hugh 
Kenner  as  Head  Boy  and  Girl. 

Graduation  Tea 

At  the  delightful  tea  given  by  the 
teaching  staff  after  the  proceedings 
everyone  had  a  chance  to  talk  at 
once  (you  know  how  teas  are!)  Of 
course,  everyone  is  very  eager  to 
hear  all  about  the  fun  Betty  and 
Joan  are  having  at  college,  how  Fran 
is  progressing  in  the  business  world, 
and  to  assure  the  Head  Girl  how 
perfectly  thrilling.  A  typical  Com- 
mencement Tea! 

Come  On  Graduates^  Let's 
Dance 

Benny  Barrett  and  his  Cornhusk- 
ers  blasted  (I  believe  that's  the 
word)  the  ickies  from  the  gym 
walls;  blew  them  right  onto  the  floor 
with  all  the  jittering  jivers.  And  was 
everybody  happy!  A  fine  floor-show 
was  provided  by  Miss  Leone  Com- 
stock  (what  more  could  be  desired) 
accompanied  by  Stan  Northrop. 
Leone  danced  her  graceful  way 
through  My  Alice  Blue  Gown — from 
the  picture  of  the  same  name. 


Monsieur  Beaubien 

That  many  distinguished  visitors 
have  honoured  P.C.V.S.  by  standing 
on  the  stage  of  its  assembly  to  say  a 
word  is  an  established  fact.  Why  the 
walls  of  the  .Assembly  Hall  fairly  toss 
their  heads  with  pride  and  puff  that 
they  have  held  the  city's  mo.st  hon- 
oured guests.  They  were  given  an 
added  stimulation  on  Wednesday, 
November  20,  by  the  visit  of  Mon- 
sieur de  Gaspe  Beaubien,  consulting 
engineer,  head  of  tlie  Montreal  Hous- 
ing Commission,  joint  chairman  of  the 
National  War  Savings  Committee. 

After  the  tall,  white-haired  (but 
handsome,  if  I  may  say  so)  Monsieur 
de  Beaubien  was  introduced  in  a  com- 
plicated, statesman-like  way,  he  paid 


tribute  to  our  school's  war  savings 
work  and  outhned  the  Government's 
need  for  money  in  English  and  em- 
phasized it  in  French. 

Jerry  Wooll 

Feminine  hearts  fluttered,  mascu- 
line spirits  soared  high,  while  "Jerry" 
adtlressed  his  admirers  in  a  delight- 
fully humorous  manner,  explaining 
the  formation  and  division  duties  of 
the  Royal  Air  Force.  Pilot  Officer 
Gerald  Wooll,  himself  a  graduate  of 
P.C.L,  knew  the  most  desired 
characteristics  in  a  school  address — 
lesigthy  enough  to  extend  through 
first  period.  Consequently,  the  air 
was  filled  with  music  and  through 
.several    patriotic    numbers,   including 


the  English  favourite   Tiggerty  Boo, 
Jerry  led  the  very  wilUng  assembly. 


It  is  Monday  morning,  so  of  course 
you  wake  up  feehng  very  Mondayish 
(you  know  that  dark  brown  with 
purple  trimmings  feeling) .  You  come 
to  school  and  remember  that  you  for- 
got to  do  your  week-end  homework. 
Thus  you  don't  feel  one  bit  happier. 
You  wander  to  morning  assembly 
(trying  to  rub  the  sleep  from  your 
eyes  and  keep  in  line,  too)  and  there 
you  find  not  a  little  ray,  but  a  whole 
beam  of  sunshine.  What  could  be 
more  inspiring,  more  stimulating, 
than  Miller's  Pennsylvania  65000  and 
Scrub  Me  Mamma  washing  your 
blues  away — you  are  now  quite  in  the 
mood  to  jive  back  to  classes  blessing 
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the  Students'  Council  for  purchasing 
such  a  wonderful  radio. 

On  other  mornings  the  lovers  of 
Bach  and  Schubert  receive  their 
treat  with  Miss  Weddell  at  the  con- 
trol, explaining  the  finer  points  of 
such  records.  Unfortunately,  some 
of  the  students  have  not  yet  master- 
ed the  art  of  snoring  harmoniously 
with   such   beautiful   rhapsodies. 


What's  The  Matter  With  Me 


M 


usic  an 


dM 


emories 


Friday,    December    27. 

Dear  Diary: 

Tonight  everyone  had  so  much 
fun.  You  should  have  seen  the  gaily- 
garbed  butterflies  dancing  with  the 
handsomely  polished  penguins  —  a 
picture  really. 

No,  Glenn  Miller  and  Tommy 
Dcrsey  were  both  booked  for  to- 
night— but  Patsy  Connel  and  his 
rhythmical  pals  filled  the  air  of  the 
newly  decorated  gym.  Yes,  that  ball- 
room of  garnet  and  gray  streamers 
strangely  and  dehcately  entwined, 
panelled  red,  white,  and  blue  walls 
interspersed  with  large  school  crests 
really  was  the  good  ol'  gym.  Garner 
and  Gamble  Inc.  were  responsible  for 
this  wonderful  arrangement  —  the 
ceilings  so  low  that  gay  couples  wish- 
ed to  reach  up  and  pull  down  hand- 
fulls  of  crepe.  Thus  the  decorations 
struck  a  medium  between  illusion 
and   temptation. 

For  the  first  few  twirls  around  the 
ballroom  it  was  hard  to  conceive  just 
what  the  added  charm  was  tonight — 
for  certainly  there  was  something 
different.  Why,  of  course,  it  was  the 
modern  indirect  lighting  casting  soft 
shadows  on  the  ceihng  and  walls.  The 
gala  atmosphere  was  given  a  very 
special  touch  by  the  many  handsome 
representations  of  the  navy,  army, 
and  air  force.  (No  wonder  the  old- 
fashioned  balls  are  painted  as  such 
gay,  romantic  affairs!) 

Just  look  at  my  poor,  beautiful 
orchid — so  crushed!  Nevertheless,  be- 
tween the  pages  of  my  huge  "dream 
book"  it  shall  be  pressed  with  my 
memories  of  tonight. 


Rugby  and  Basketball  Dances 

Perhaps  everyone  takes  the  rugby 
and  basketball  dances  for  granted. 
There  is  a  home  game  so  naturally 
there  will  be  a  gay  celebration  in  the 
gym  tonight.  However,  it  really  isn't 

(Continued  on  Page  65) 


Believe-it-or-not,  girls,  we're  far 
from  perfect.  Well,  that's  what  a 
number  of  boys  said  in  Good  House- 
keeping Magazine  when  they  were 
asked  what  they  thought  of  the 
modern  high  school  girl.  Sure,  we  can 
take  it — but  we  have  our  opinions 
about  the  other  species  too. 
THEY  SAY: 

Higlit  school  girls  are  one-sided.  Not 
figuratively,  literally.  One  shoulder 
and  one  hip  are  higher  than  the 
other.  Why?  Because  purse,  books, 
and  bundles  are  constantly  carried  on 
the  same  side.  The  weight  spoils  a 
girl's  figure,  ruins  her  walk.  How  to 
reform?  Shift  burdens  equitably  from 
one  side  to  the  other. 
WE  SAY: 

At  least  the  number  of  girls  guilty 
of  poor  posture  and  walk  is  small.. 
But  the  majority  of  boys  are  such 
ungraceful  creatures!  They  apparent- 
ly think  it  quite  becoming  to  kick 
their  feet  well  out  in  front,  doing  their 
awkward  best  to  impress  their  heels 
into  the  floor  with  every  step. 

THEY  SAY: 

Girls'  hair  is  too  bushy.  It  is  not 
shaped  to  the  head.  It  looks  as  it  it 
has  been  cut  at  home  around  a  bowl, 
or  just  hacked  off  when  it  got  too 
long.  It  is  frizzy  and  dull.  Girls  get 
a  permanent  about  twice  a  year,  and 
then  forget  all  about  it. 
WE  SAY: 

Hair — oli  yes,  that  stuff  on  top  of 
the  boys'  head  is  called  hair.  It  does 
seem  rather  a  shame  that  such  untidy, 
bushy,  neglected  hay  should  grow 
down  to  cover  their  so  beautiful  eyes. 
But  some  day  they'll  hear  about  the 
great  comb  and  brush  invention! 


THEY  SAY: 

Girls  talk  too  loud  and  giggle  too 
much  in  public  places.  They  travel  in 
gangs.  They  take  possession  of  wher- 
ever they  are,  pushing,  crowding,  call- 
ing across  defenceless  strangers.  Their 
table  manners  in  cafeterias  are  un- 
gracious. 
WE  SAY: 

The  majority  of  us  deny  being 
guilty  of  such  childish  conduct.  If  we 
were,  the  poor  boys  would  certainly 
be  labelled  "uncivilized",  for  they  are 
guilty  of  all  these  indictments,  plus 
some.  Boys  carry  things  to  a  point  of 
rudeness — whistling  at  girls  passing 
by,  flirting  with  waitresses,  honking 
the  horn  for  their  dates  (expecting 
the  girl  to  come  running) ,  slouching 
"comfortably"  rather  than  rising  when 
we  walk  into  a  room.  Boys  believe 
we're  the  luckiest  people  iu  the  world 
just  being  in  their  charming  com- 
pany. 

THEY  SAY: 

Girls  are  sloppy.  They  would  rath- 
er cover  up  than  clean  up.  They  wear 
dirty  shoes,  baggy  sweaters  and 
skirts,  their  hems  are  uneven,  and 
they  pile  on  lipstick. 

WE  SAY: 

Now  they  have  got  our  dander  up. 
Isn't  it  just  like  a  man  (that's  what 
they  call  themselves)  to  notice  these 
things  in  us,  yet  never  give  their  own 
appearance  a  thought.  Collegiate  boys 
never  clean  their  shoes,  press  their 
trousers,  file  or  brush  their  claws,  or 
carefully  knot  a  tie.  Truly,  they  don't 
know  what  the  word  immaculate 
means. 

THEY  SAY: 

Girls  use  silly  adjectives.  Every- 
thing is  too  darling,  adorable,  for 
words.  They  should  learn  to  speak 
EngUsh. 

WE  SAY: 

Our  darling,  adorable  boys  should 
also  take  a  course  in  English.  To 
them  every  girl  is  a  "bag"  if  she's 
glamourous,  a  "drip"  if  she  isn't,  and 
a  "drizzle"  if  she  goes  steady.  Every- 
thing that  pleases  their  feeble  minds 
is  "strictly  ofiicial",  good  music  is 
"hep"  and  a  good  dancer  is  a  "jive 
cat".  When  they  ask  a  girl  to  dance 
they  rudely  say,  "Shoot  the  chassey 
to  me,  chum",  or  "Come  on,  kid,  let's 
drag". 

Never  mind,  boys,  we'll  all  grow 
up  some  day.  Isn't  it  queer  that  we 
could  almost  write  a  book  on  the 
faults  of  the  modern  Collegiate  boys 
— the  most  perfect  people  in  the 
world! 
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Echoes  From  Tlie  World  OF  Sport 


senior 


Rugby 


This  year's  Senior  Rugby  Team 
was  one  of  the  lightest  teams  fielded 
by  the  school  in  many  years.  Suf- 
fering the  losses  of  such  stars  of  last 
year  as  Bill  Harle,  Nels  Foster  and 
Ralph  Johnston,  the  seniors  battled 
bravely  through  the  short  schedule 
but  succeeded  in  winning  only  their 
first   game  against  Oshawa. 

The  Senior  schedule  was  as  fol- 
lows: 

Oct.  12 — Oshawa  at  Peterborough. 

Oct.  19 — Peterborough  at  Bow- 
man ville. 

Oct.  26 — Bowman  ville  at  Peter- 
borough. 

Nov.  2 — Peterborough  at  Oshawa. 
{Continued  on  Page  65) 

Junior  Rugby 

Mr.  David,  who  so  capably  coach- 
ed the  Junior  Rugby  Team  last  year, 
again  took  the  helm  this  season  and, 
although  the  team  was  eliminated  in 
their  schedule,  they  put  up  a  game 
fight  for  their  rights.  Even  if  this 
team  did  not  enter  the  finals  the 
young  lads  who  received  such  fine 
training  will  in  many  cases  be  the 
mainstay  of  the  senior  team  in  future 
years. 

Since  there  were  only  three  junior 
teams  in  the  circuit  the  schedule  was 
much  shorter  and  simpler  than  in 
former  years,  and  was  as  follows: 

Oct.   5 — Peterborough   at  Lindsay. 

Oct.  12 — Oshawa  at  Peterborough. 

Nov.  2 — Peterborough  at  Oshawa. 

Nov.  9 — Lindsay  at  Peterborough. 

At  Lindsay  on  October  5th,  the 
junior  boys  suffered  a  severe  defeat 
at  the  hands  of  the  lads  of  the  Scugog 
area.  This  team  was  greatly  strength- 
ened this  year  due  to  the  fact  that 
Lindsay  had  no  senior  team  this  year 
and  all  their  attention  was  centered 
on  the  junior  squad. 

With  a  less  lopsided  score  than  the 
week  before  the  team  bowed  to  the 
Oshawa  lads. 


Oshawa  and  Lindsay  were  again 
victorious  on  the  2nd  and  9th  of 
November  respectively  and  the 
youngsters  who  had  been  dogged  by 
bad  luck  all  season  resigned  to  fate 
without  having  won  a  single  game. 

B.A.A. 

This  year  very  few  boys  turned 
up  in  Mr.  CoUingwood's  room  for 
the  annual  election  of  ofiicers  for  the 
Boys'  Athletic  Association  which 
does  fine  work  in  creating  and  stimu- 
lating an  interest  in  organized  sport 
in  the  school. 

From  those  present  the  following 
were  elected  to  hold  office: 

President:    Ralph  Johnston. 

Vice-President:    Eric   Taylor. 

Secretary:    BiU  Hamilton. 

Treasurer:   Bill  Hall. 

Mr.  L.  H.  Colingwood  again  holds 
the  office  of  Honorary  President. 

Senior  Boys'  Basketball 

Once  again  the  Senior  Boys' 
Basketball  team  has  been  coached  by 
Mr.  Bamforth,  who  gives  so  much  of 
his  time  and  energy  to  the  task  of 
leading  this  team  to  many  successes. 
Before  press  date  the  senior  team 
had  played  four  games  of  which  it 
had  been  successful  in  mnning  three; 
so  look  for  big  doings  from  the 
group  for  the  remainder  of  the  season. 

Personnel  of  this  year's  team: 

Bill  Hall:  This  six-footer  plays  a 
fast,  proficient  game  at  centre  and  is 
a  main  factor  in  all  victories. 

Eric  Taylor:  A  forward  who  is 
always  on  his  toes  and  knows  where 
the  ball  is  going,  and  gets  there  first. 

Chum  Gillespie:  A  fine  player  who 
is  always  on  the  job  and  is  of  in- 
valuable aid  to  the  team. 

Hewitt  Amys:  Hewitt  co-operates 
very  well  with  his  fellow  forwards  in 
playing  a  fine  game. 

Harold  Matthews:  Another  for- 
ward who  helps  greatly  to  round  out 
any  forward  combination. 

Doug  Moore:  Doug  is  among  the 
tallest  and  plays  a  fine  game  on 
guard.  He  can  score  them  too! 

Jim  Ferguson:  Another  guard  who 
plays  a  good  defensive  game  and 
feeds  the  ball  to  the  right  man  at  the 
right  time. 

Boh  Kay:  Bob  is  a  big  player  who 
plays  a  big  part  in  a  defense  position. 


Junior  Boys'  Basketball 

Mr.  H.  A.  Craig  has  worked  with 
this  team  that  began  with  many 
newcomers  and  has  rounded  out  a 
group  that  he  can  justly  be  proud  off. 
The  boys  have  also  backed  him  by 
turning  out  to  practices  and  doing 
their  best  in  practicing  the  many 
helpful  suggestions  given  by  the 
coach.  George  Richardson,  that 
young  man  who  makes  announce- 
ments in  morning  assembly  concern- 
ing games  to  be  played  and  the 
scores  of  games  which  have  been 
played,  capably  captains  this  year's 
squad,  which — veterans  and  new- 
comers alike — is  coming  into  fine 
form,  and  from  which  many  good 
players  will  be  produced  for  future 
senior  teams.  At  the  time  of  writing 
the  schedule  has  not  been  completed 
and  we  wish  to  let  the  boys  know 
that  they  have  our  full  support  and 
best  wishes  for  continued  success 
this    season. 

Those  on  the  team  are: 

George  Richardson — centre  (cap- 
tain.) 

Shorty    Newton — right    forward. 

Bill    Gardiner — left    forward. 

Stewart   Saunders — guard. 

Tom   Lillico — guard. 

Substitutes:  Lloyd  Routley,  Don- 
ald MacTavish,  Jack  Dinsdale. 


Senior  Girls'  Basketball 

This  year  a  change  was  made  in 
the  grouping  of  the  girls'  teams  in 
this  section.  Peterborough  and  Lind- 
say were  in  one  group,  while  Bow- 
manville.  Port  Hope  and  Cobourg 
made  up  the  other  group. 

Under  this  arrangement  our  team 
had  two  scheduled  games  with  Lind- 
say. The  winner  was  to  be  determin- 
ed by  the  total  number  of  points. 
The  first  game  was  played  in  our 
own  gym  with  a  final  score  of  13 — 8 
in  favour  of  Lindsay.  The  second 
game,  played  in  Lindsay,  resulted  in 
a  score  of  I't— 11  for  P.C.V.S.  Un- 
fortunately this  left  our  total  num- 
ber of  points  two  below  Lindsay's. 

Personnel  of  the  team: 

Guards:  Helen  Beatty  (Captain) , 
Agnes  Richardson,  Shirley  Richard- 
son, Joan  Rahmel,  Elta  Van  Allen. 

Forwards:  Frances  Merrett,  Jean 
Johnston,  Jean  Castle,  Betty  Estlick, 
Shirley  Mortimer. 

Time-keeper:  Helen  Miller. 

Score-keeper:  Fern  Agnew. 


Page  Forty-two 


Junior  Girls*  Basketball 

For  the  first  time  in  several  years 
a  junior  girls'  basketball  team  was 
entered  in  the  league.  Under  the  able 
coaching  of  Miss  Brisbin,  the  junior 
team  did  very  well  considering  they 
had  to  play  a  team  with  much  more 
experience.  A  large  number  of  girls 
have  come  regularly  to  practices  and 
next  year  this  team  should  be  able 
to  offer  some  very  serious  opposition 
to  any  team  it  plays. 

June  Ballard —  (Captain)  played 
forward  on  our  team.  She  was  an  ac- 
curate shot  but  was  forced  to  resign 
due  to  illness,  making  it  necessary  to 
elect  a  new  captain. 

Janet  Collins — (Captain)  Her  skill 
as  guard  aided  our  team  in  many 
difficult  moments. 

Marion  Sutherland  —  Centre  for- 
ward. She  co-operated  in  every  way 
with  her  team-mates  and  is  a  good 
shot. 

Dorothy  Frost  —  Forward.  Al- 
though short,  "Dot"  overcomes  this 
by  her  speed  and  ability  to  handle 
the  ball. 

Margaret  Langley — Guard.  Marg's 
height  made  her  a  great  asset  to  our 
team. 

Ruth  Sage — Guard.  An  efficient 
guard  and  always  on  the  alert. 

Marion  Bateson — Forward.  Played 
a  good  game  and  was  very  depend- 
able. 

Joan  Paterson — Guard.  Proved  her 
ability  in  this  position  by  close  check- 
ing. 

Viva  Clarke — Forward.  She  played 
a  good,  clean  game. 

Margaret  Flett  —  Forward.  Made 
the  most  of  her  shooting  abiUty  and 
has  proven  herself  very  capable. 

Mary  Ferguson — Forward.  She  was 
our  score-keeper,  but  when  June 
Ballard  dropped  out,  Mary  took  her 
place. 

Girls'  Athletic  Association 

The  election  this  year  for  the 
G.A.A.  was  a  great  success  due  to  the 
interest  shown  by  the  number  of 
girls  who  turned  out  to  vote.  Those 
chosen  are  as  folows: 

President:     Helen    Beatty. 

Vice-President:    Eleanor  Collins. 

Secretary:    Betty  MacBrien. 

Margaret  Mason,  as  Treasurer,  left 
school  quite  suddenly  but  her  place 
was  taken  by  Dorothy  Thomas. 
Later  Dorothy  entered  the  business 
world,  leaving  the  ofiice  still  unfilled. 


Track  And  Field  Events 


Field  Day 

Our  annual  Field  Day,  which  is 
usually  held  in  October,  was  post- 
poned this  year  until  May  l-ith,  for 
many  reasons.  For  one  thing,  it 
always  tended  to  become  entangled 
with  rugby  practice;  for  another,  the 
organization  of  the  time-table  was 
still  taking  place.  Also  since  Grade 
Niners,  who  form  so  large  a  part  of 
the  competing  strength,  were,  in  the 
fall,  still  too  bewildered  to  take  part. 
Lastly,  since  the  Port  Perry  Athletic 
Meet  is  held  in  the  Spring,  those  tak- 
ing part  in  it  would  be  in  better  con- 
dition. 

Altliough  storm  clouds  threatened 
during  the  morning  of  the  day  of  the 
event  the  weather  cleared  sufficiently 
by  noon  to  permit  the  adjournment 
of  school  for  the  rest  of  the  day  and 
to  allow  those  who  wished  to  attend 
to  do  so  without  fear  of  being  mired 
in  the  mud. 

The  event  got  under  way  in  good 
time  in  the  afternoon  and  Mr.  C.  S. 
Browne  filled  capably  his  usual  post 
as  starter.  There  were  many  out- 
standing performances  during  the 
afternoon.  Helen  Beatty  led  the 
Senior  Girls  by  a  comfortable  margin 
while  Grade  Niners,  who  were  given 
such  a  chance  to  shine  by  the  post- 
ponement until  Spring,  carried  off 
honours  in  Intermediate  and  Junior 
divisions:  Dorothy  Kirn  and  Wenda 
Jacquith  respectively;  Doug  Quirt 
was  Senior  Boys'  champion,  with 
Stroyan  Leith  a  close  second.  Bill 
Hall  won  Intermediate  laurels  while 
Bruce  Embury  topped  the  Junior 
field.  An  added  attraction  was  the 
Girls'  Slow  Bicycle  Race  which  was 
run  in  two  heats  owing  to  the  large 
number  of  entrants.  The  winners  were 
Doris  Glover  and  Jean  Leach. 

We  would  like  to  congratulate  the 
School's  four  instructors  in  Scientific 
Physical  Education  (known  to  many 
as  P.T.)  on  their  efforts  in  making 
this  affair  a  rousing  success. 

Badminton 

A  large  number  of  girls  joined  the 
Badminton  Club  this  year  and  a 
great  deal  of  enthusiasm  has  been 
shown  for  this  sport.  As  the  gym 
must  be  used  for  Basketball  and 
Badminton  on  the  same  night,  the 
Club  has  been  slightly  handicapped 
but  with  the  completion  of  the 
basketball  schedule  we  hope  to  have 
more  and  better  badminton. 


Port  Perry  Athletic  Meet 

On  Saturday,  May  18,  the  win- 
ners of  the  School  Field  Day  journey- 
ed to  Port  Perry  to  participate  in  an 
athletic  meet  with  other  schools  of 
this  district.  Representatives  from 
P.C.V.S.  were — Senior  boys:  Doug 
Quirt,  Don  Duncan,  Stroyan  Leith 
and  Jim  Lillico.  Intermediates:  Ron 
Horton,  Bill  Hall,  Harold  Mather, 
Bill  Greatrix  and  Bill  Gibbs.  Juniors: 
Bob  Carley,  Bruce  Embury,  Alan 
Johnson,  Frank  Fisher  and  Bob  Lyon. 
Senior  girls:  Elfie  Saunders  and  Helen 
Beatty. 

On  the  whole  P.C.I,  made  a  very 
good  showing.  A  few  winners  were 
even  produced.  In  the  Senior  group 
Jim  Lillico  won  the  high  jump.  The 
Senior  relay  team,  composed  of  Gerry 
Fitzgerald,  Doug  Quirt,  Don  Duncan 
and  Stroyan  Leith,  won  the  half  mile 
relay.  Elfie  Saunders  won  the  girls' 
high  jump.  The  Intermediates  were 
very  proficient,  especially  in  the  races, 
of  which  Bill  Hall  won  the  220  and 
140  yard  races.  The  junior  relay 
team  of  Bob  Carley,  Bruce  Embury, 
Alan  Johnson  and  Bob  Lyon  was 
second  in  the  quarter  mile  relay. 

Interform   Sports 

In  last  year's  edition  of  The  Echoes 
there  was  an  editorial  by  the  man- 
aging editor  of  that  year,  Frank 
Smoke,  which  was  a  plea  for  inter- 
form  sports.  It  was  stated  that 
P.C.V.S.  was  far  behind  other  schools 
in  this  form  of  athletic  endeavour 
and  that  inter-school  matches  were 
all  very  fine  for  those  taking  an 
active  part,  but  merely  provided 
those  thronging  the  side  lines  with 
occasional  thrills  and  more  than  suf- 
ficient lung  exercise.  At  last,  how- 
ever, boys'  interform  basketball  and 
volleyball  have  become  a  reality  and 
a  vast  schedule  has  been  drawn  up 
and  posted  on  the  bulletin  boards. 
Messrs.  H.  A.  Craig,  H.  L.  Bamforth, 

{Continued  on  Page  65) 
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CEST  A  RIRE: 


A  typing  class  was  heard  to  say, 
"Swing  and  sway  the  Metheral  way." 


Heard  in  The  Echoes  Office — 
Marilyn  Munro:   Things  are  com- 
ing to  a  fine  state  of  affairs,  I  walk 
and  my  stockings  run. 


"Stu's  in  the  hospital." 
"Go  on." 

"Just  a  case  of  misunderstanding." 
"What  do  you  mean?" 
"He   threw   his     fag-end     down    a 
man-hole  and  stamped  on  it." 


"INIay  I  speak  to  Bob?"  asked  the 
boy  over  the  telephone. 

"I  am  sorry,"  replied  his  mother, 
"but  Bob  can't  speak  to  you  now,  he 
is  in  the  middle  of  a  plate  of  soup." 


"Pop"  Craig:  If  the  children  are 
asleep  will  you  get  out  the  electric 
train? 


"There     was     a     young     man     from 

Rome" 
(I've  forgotten  the  rest  of  the  poem. 
But  it's  something  about  "a  bomb", 
And  "if  only   he'd  only  known.") 


LiUico:    Do   you   know   the   diSer- 
ence  between  a  bus  and  a  taxi? 
Marg.:   No. 
Lillico:  Then  we'll  take  a  bus! 


Miss  Lees:  Who  was  Joan  of  Arc? 
D.  Cutmore:  Noah  Arc's  sister. 


The  editor  stood  at  the  pearly  gate, 

His  face  was  worn  and  old. 
He  meekly  asked  the  man  of  fate 

Admission  to  the  fold. 
"What    have   you    done?"    St.    Peter 
asked, 

"To  seek  admission  here?" 
"Oh,    I    ran    the    blankety    humour 
page 

On  earth  one  student  year." 
The  gate  swung  open  sharply, 

As  Peter  touched  the  bell, 
"Come   in,"   he   said,   "and   take   the 
harp, 

You've  had  enough  of  .  .  .  trouble." 

— East  York  Collegiate 


And  then  there  was  the  Scotch- 
man who  told  his  wife  creepy  stories 
to  make  her  teeth  chatter  so  he 
wouldn't  have  to  buy  a  rattle  for  the 
baby. 


The  new  colored  parson,  calUng  for 
the  first  time  on  Mandy,  was  puzzled 
to  hear  her  call  the  children  "Eenie," 
"Meeni,"  "Minie"  and  "Henry." 

"Why  do  you  name  him  Henry?" 

"We  do'  wan'  no  Mo." 


Taxi  driver  (talking  to  himself 
about  his  car) :  What  a  clutch! 

Voice  from  back  seat:  Mind  your 
own  business! — Boomerang. 


Sackville    (arrested   for  speeding)  : 
But,  Your  Honour,  I  am  from  P.C.I. 
Judge:  Ignorance  is  no  excuse. 


We    have    in    our    school    a    teacher, 

whose  hair 
Has   grown    woefuUy   scarce,    but   of 

that  he  takes  care. 
By  combing  a  lock  from  one  ear  to 

the  other, 
Making  each  puny  hair  lie  next  to  its 

brother, 
And    thus    he    may    venture    forth, 

looking  quite  bold. 
While  he  manages  also  to  keep  out 

the  cold. 


The   government   of  England   is   a 
limited  mockery. 


Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow  was 
born  in  Portland,  Maine,  while  his 
parents  were  travelling  on  the  con- 
tinent, he  made  many  fast  friends: 
among  the  fastest  were  Ahce  and 
Phoebe  Cary. 


King  Alfred  conquered  the  Dames. 


Lancelot  arrived  at  a  castle,  where 
he  asked  if  he  could  be  put  up  with 
for  the  night. 


When  a  girl  "stoops  to  conquer," 
it  onlv  means  she's  reducing. 


The  Mediterranean  and  the  Red 
Sea  are  connected  by  the  Sewage 
Canal. 


Doctor's  Wife,  suspiciously:   John! 
He:   Yes,  dear? 

She:   "Who  is  this  Violet  Ray  you 
are  always  talking  about? 


Girl  to  McKnight  as  Lindsay 
comes  into  view,  "Pleasant  place 
we're  coming  to,  wasn't  it,  whew!" 


A.G.  Every  time  I  kiss  you  it 
makes  me  a  better  man. 

B.C.  Well,  you  don't  have  to  try 
to  get  to  Heaven  all  in  one  night. 


You  see  a  pretty  girl  walking  down 
the  street;  she  is  of  course  feminine. 
If  she  is  singular  you  are  nominative. 
You  walk  across  to  her  and  become 
dative.  If  she  is  not  objective,  you 
are  soon  plural.  You  walk  home  with 
her  and  her  mother  becomes  accusa- 
tive. Then  you  enter  and  sit  down 
and  her  little  brother  is  a  definite 
article.  Next  talk  of  the  future  and 
she  changes  the  subject  to  the  past. 
You  kiss  her  and  her  father  becomes 
present.  Things  are  tense  and  you 
find  yourself  a  past  participle. 


^ooo  ;b.  C 
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The  Fountain  of  Wit 

L.  to  R.  Metheral,  Betty  MacBrien, 

Bunnell,  Allen,  Dinsdale 

The  wind  was  rough 
And  cold  and  blough, 
She  kept  her  hands  within  her  mough. 
It  chilled  her  through, 
Her  nose  grew  blough, 
And  still  the  squall  the  faster  flough. 
And  yet,  although 
There  was  no  snough. 
It  made  her  cough — 
Pray,  do  not  scough — - 
She    coughed    until    her    hat    blough 
ough. 


The  three  highest  mountains  in 
Scotland  are  Ben  Nevis,  Ben  Lomond 
and  Ben  Jonson. 


Imports  are  ports  far  inland. 


Antony     and     Bismarck     are 
names  of  two  metals. 


the 


"Won't  you  have  a  fork?" 

"No,    thanks,   I   never   use    forks; 

they  leak  so  bad  that  they  ain't  no 

use." 


Sheep  is  mutton  covered  with  wool. 


Visiting  businessman:  What  do  you 
do  with  all  these  pictures  you  draw? 

Diplock:  Why,  I  sell  them! 

Businessman:  What!  Name  your 
terms!  I've  been  looking  for  a  sales- 
man like  you  for  years. 


An  oboe  is  an  American  tramp  who 
plays  in  a  C.B.C.  Dance  Band. 

Teacher:  Willie,  why  are  you  late 
for  school? 

Willie:  I  slept  in.  I  dreamt  I  was 
going  to  America. 

Teacher:  Very  well.  Johnny,  what's 
your  excuse? 

Johnny:  I  dreamt  I  was  seeing  him 
off. 


Jean  Ketcheson:  I  didn't  feel  a  bit 
sorry  for  him.  He  had  no  business 
tryin'  to  pass  me  when  I  was  busy 
powderin'  my  nose  an'  couldn't  tell 
which  way  the  car  would  wobble. 


Un  gros  monsieur  dont  la  tete 
s'apparentait  de  tres  pres  a  celle  d'un 
pore,  entre  chez  un  boucher. 

Je  voudrais  une  tete  de  pore,  dit-iU. 
Donnez  m'en  une  comme  celle  a 
laquelle  je  suis  habitue. 

Le  gerant  acquiesce  a  aussitot  et 
dit  a  I'un  des  commis: 

Henri,  tu  vois  cette  tete  de  pore 
accrochee  la?  Eh  b'en,  enleves-lui  la 
cervelle  avant  de  la  servir  a  monsieur. 


"Hitler  is  crying  for  the  moon,"  we 
read.  The  poor  fellow  is  probably  only 
anxious  to  liberate  it. — Punch. 


"Here's  where  I  bolt  my  food,"  said 
Mamma,  as  she  locked  the  refrigera- 
tor door. 


Heard  in  The  Echoes  Office: 

M.      Hooper:       (Busthng     around 

Echoes'  Office)   Where's  my  dummy? 

(term  used  in  journalism) . 
B.  Carley:  Dippy  isn't  here  yet. 


sV-H-Kj 
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Why  Be  In  A  Trance  At 
The  Dance? 

You  too  can  be  the  life  of  the  party! 
You  too  can  be  a  Collegiate  Cas- 
anova! Do  you  find  conversation 
lagging  as  the  "orchestra"  shifts  into 
/  Hear  a  Rhapsody  (recorded  by  Al 
Donahue?)  Fifteen  minutes  a  day  will 
cure  those  ballroom  blues.  Fifteen 
minutes  with  our  Concise  Ready  Re- 
ference Manual  of  Gymnasium  Floor 
Technique  (Pschuffer  and  Schickel- 
gruber,  $2) .  And  here  are  some  of  the 
gems  from  that  rich  store  of  conversa- 
tional techniques: 

Lesson  I.  The  Approac/i.When  some- 
one prances  out  on  to  the  floor  shout- 
ing, "Ladies  on  the  inside,  Gentlemen 
out",  you  will  know  a  Paul  Jones  is  in 
the  offing.  Now's  your  chance.  Get 
off  that  stagnant  stag-line.  Sometimes 
the  system  ends  with  a  bad  mismatch, 
such  as  the  overgrown-Venus  and  the 
under-nourished  Hercules.  Don't  let 
that  discourage  you.  Bow  your  way 
out  and  try  again.  But  suppose  you 
see  Her  on  the  arm  of  another?  That's 
easy.  Duck  behind  the  piano  and  turn 
up  Page  .57  (Cutting  In) .  First  there 
is  the  Sidling  Negotiation,  fully  ex- 
plained with  two  diagrams.  This  is 
the  subtle  approach.  You  waltz  solo 
up  to  the  couple  and  whirl  around 
with  them  in  a  triangle  while  gently 
dislodging  the  cuttee.  Then  give  him 
a  shove  off  with  your  elbow  and 
there  you  are.  If  his  size  permits, 
you  can  try  the  Dramatic  Approach. 
Flatfoot  it  straight  through  and  over 
the  crowd  and  shake  the  monopolist 
by  the  scuff  of  the  neck.  That'll  larn 
him. 

Lesson  II.  Breaking  the  Ice.  Why 
act  like  a  preserved  fish  in  that 
tuxedo?  Why  be  no  more  conversa- 
tional than  a  clam?  (And  don't  say 
you  can  discuss  the  music.)  Only 
Grade  Niners  do  that.  Quick  now: 
open  up  the  Dancers'  Friend  at  Page 
6.3  (behind  her  back,  of  course)  and 
study  up  the  Sartorial  System.  Here 
you  go: 

He:  "Lovely  dance,  isn't  it?  You're 
wearing  a  divine  middy  tonight". 

She:  "Oh,  it's  just  an  old  rag, 
really". 

And  if  you  get  into  a  discussion  on 
middies  that'll  keep  you  going  all 
night. 

A  smart  girl  will  bring  the  con- 
versation around  to  food  even  if  she 
can't  cook.  That  is,  she  should  say: 

"Don't  the  decorations  remind  you 
of  whipped  cream?"  (NOT  "I  won- 
der what  they're  going  to  give  us  to 
eat?") 

{Continued  on  Page  68) 
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Camper:  Well,  what's  on  the 
menu? 

Camp  Cook  (Hugh  Ken- 
ner)  :  Why,  we  have  thous- 
ands of  things  to  eat. 

Camper:   What  are  they? 

Hugh:    Beans. 


^(WU^^ 


"How  do  trees  become  petrified?" 
"The  wind  makes  them  rock." 


•IK"&i~t5£V 


Phyl  Marshall  had  just  ob- 
tained employment  for  the 
first  time,  and  was  taking  a 
letter  from  her  employer.  "I 
didn't  quite  get  that,"  she  said 
after  it  had  been  dictated. 

"What  didn't  you  get?"  her 
employer  asked. 

"Well,  I'm  not  quite  sure 
what  comes  between  'Dear 
Sirs'  and  'Yours  truly'." 


Skylark  is  the  leading  character  in 
Shelley's  "Merchant  of  Venice." 


A  policeman's  ghost  is  said  to  be 
haunting  an  Essex  tavern.  An  inn- 
spectre! 


J.  Hooper:  Miss  MacGregor,  is 
waterworks  all  one  word,  or  do  you 
spell  it  with  a  hydrant  in  the  middle? 


"Say   It    With   Flowers" 

Turnbull's 
Flower  Shop 

Jack  Smith 

441   George  Dial  7583 

Nights  and  Holidays  8586 


DIAL  8  5  2  5 

TAXI 

7-Passenger  Sedans 

HAROLD  HOWELL 

DAY  OR  NIGHT  SERVICE 


All  wish  for  a  long  life;  few  know 
that  it  means  old  age. 


An  enthusiast  was  yelling  the  home 
team  to  victory.  But  suddenly  he  be- 
came silent. 

Turning  to  his  pal,  he  whispered, 
"I've  lost  my  voice." 

The  reply  came  back:  "Don't 
worry,  you'll  find  it  in  my  right  ear." 


Schoolmaster:  When  and  where  did 
William  the  Conqueror  land  in  Bri- 
tain? 

Dense  pupil:   Don't  know,  sir. 

Master:  What?  Don't  know  when 
William  the  Conqueror  landed?  Has- 
tings,  1066. 

Pupil:  Oh,  I  thought  that  was  his 
telephone  number. 


Dead-heat   is   the  fire   when   it   is 
out. 


ELSIE  BENNETT 
GIFT  SHOPPE 

345   GEORGE   STREET 
Peterborough,  Ontario 


Bvlova  Watches  .  .  . 

.  .  .  Rolex  Watches 


Manager  of  football  team:  I've 
found  the  very  man  we  want.  Eye 
like  a  hawk,  body  like  a  bullock, 
speed  of  a  racehorse,  kick  like  a 
mule. 

Captain:  It's  a  forward  we  want, 
not  a  farmyard. 


Judge:   I've  lost  my  hat. 
Lawyer:    That's  nothing.  I  lost  a 
suit  here  yesterday. 


Mr.   Graham:    What    does   quartz 
consist  of? 

M.  Campbell:   Pints. 


Is  that  hair  tonic  any  good? 
Well,  I  spilled  some  of  it  on  my 
comb  last  week  and  now  it's  a  brush. 


1861 

1941 

FUR  COATS 

—      FUR  NECKPIECES 

REFRIGERATED   FUR 

• 

STORAGE 

Wm. 

Lee 

h  &  Sons,  Ltd. 

413  GEORGE  STREET 

TELEPHONE  4335 
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A  fellow  has  to  be  a  contortionist 
to  get  on  these  days.  First  he  has  to 
keep  his  ear  to  the  ground.  Then  he 
must  put  his  shoulder  to  the  wheel, 
keep  his  nose  to  the  grindstone,  keep 
a  level  head  and  have  both  feet  on 
the  ground. 


McTavish:  I  want  to  hire  a  horse. 
Riding  Master:  How  long? 
MacTavish:    The  longest  one  you 
have.  There  are  four  of  us. 


Eager  Playwright:  I  wish  I  could 
think  of  a  play  to  fiU  the  audience 
with  tears. 

Theatre  Manager:  I  wish  you  could 
think  of  one  to  fill  the  tiers  with 
audience. 


Mr.  Henry:  Every  day  we  breathe 
oxygen.  What  do  we  breathe  at  night, 
Frank? 

Johnny:  Nitrogen. 


First  Salesman:  What  do  you  sell? 
Second  Salesman:  Salt. 
First:  Why,  I'm  a  seller,  too! 
Second:  Shake! 


Teacher:  If  I  said  "I'm  handsome" 
what  tense  would  it  be? 
Pupil:  Pretence. 


Passenger:  Does  this  train  stop  at 
the  quay? 

Conductor.  There'd  be  a  terrible 
splash  if  it  didn't! 


Sandy:  So  ye  didna'  go  awa'  for  a 
holiday  this  year  Mac? 

Mac:  No,  Sandy.  The  MacGregors 
wrote  an'  invited  me  to  their  place, 
an'  I'd  like  to  have  gone  but  they 
forgot  to  enclose  a  stamped  envelope 
for  a  reply. 


A  parable  is  two  straight  lines. 


Lost  at  Sea 


A  refugee  keeps  order  at  a  football 
match. 


Contralto   is   the   name   of   a   low 
sort  of  music  that  only  ladies  sing. 


"Now,  Reid,"  said  the  history 
teacher,  "what  do  you  consider  the 
greatest  accomplishment  of  the  Ro- 
mans?' 

"Learning  Latin,   sir." 


How  did  you  like  the  show? 
It   was   the   worst   picture   I  ever 
cinema  life. 


For     Good     Reliable     Bicycle 
Repairs    and    Bicycle    Supplies 

• 

Go  to 

C.  R.  BANKS 

195    Charlotte    Street 


When  in  Need  of  Drugs  Quickly     «-    PHONE  3549 


We  Serve  You  Well  and  Save  You  Money 
393   GEORGE   STREET 


The  Lady:  Are  you  really  content 
to  spend  your  life  walking  about  the 
country  begging? 

Tramp  (soulfuUy) :  No,  lady, 
many's  the  time  I  wished  I  had  a 
motor  car. 


Mr.  David.  What  is  the  chief  river 
of  Egypt? 

F.  Mason:  The  Nile. 

Mr.  David:  And  what  are  its 
tributaries? 

Fred:   The  juveniles. 


Herrings  are  fishes  that  swim  about 
the  sea  in  shawls. 


Davis-Thompson 

Company 

Insurance  and  General  Agency 

Established  1858 

Reliable      Insurance      Counsel 

with    Adequate    Coverage   in 

Sound  Companies 

43.3  George  St.         Phone  4724 


COMPLIMENTS 

BROOKS 
GRILL 

Canadian  Owned  and  Operated 
COR.  HUNTER  &  GEORGE 
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THE  THEORY  OF  OMELETTES 
(Fragment  of  a  dissertation  by 
Prof.  Klondike  von  Goldrusche,  dis- 
covered beneath  the  cornerstone  of 
the  Spitz  Memorial  Airport,  Latitude 
6  7/8  deg.  N.,  Longitude  73  deg.  F.  in 
the  shade,  half-way  between  the 
Vimy  Ridge  Memorial  and  the 
Chateau  Laurier) . 

(3)  ....  Draw  latera  recta  bisec- 
ting major  axis  q,  r.  (Protractors  may 
not  be  used.  See  Fig  one) . 

(4)  With  a  sharp  knife  trisect  the 
egg  along  the  latera  recta.  One  may 
expect  one  of  three  possible  results. 
There  may  emerge: 

(a)  A  smell. 

(b)  A  chicken  (or  duck) .  See  Fig. 
two) . 

(c)  Yolk  and  White  (y  +  x). 

It  may  be  shown  (Farmer's 
Theorem)  that  both  cases  of  h  (chicken 
and  duck)  cannot  exist  at  the  same 
time.  It  may  be  further  shown  that 
b  and  c  cannot  co-exist.  However  (by 
Graham's  Law)  a  smell  a  has  no  vol- 
ume and  hence  may  co-exist  with 
either  b  or  c.  Further,  a  cannot  exist 
alone  (Olfactory  Principle,  and 
Theory  of  Vacua) . 

Hence  there  are  six  possible  results, 
as  follows: 

1  (b.)   A  Chicken. 

2  (b::)  A  duck  (also  ba,  bi,  .  .  .  hn 
equals  goose,  dragon,  pterodactyl  etc.) 
See  Fig.  three. 

3  (c)   equals  y  +  w 

4  a  +  bi 

5  o  +  bs,  ba,  b»  .  .  .  .  bN 

6  a  +  c 

In  the  event  of  cases  5,  6,  4,  1,  2, 
the  egg  should  be  discarded.  Only 
case  3  need  detain  us  further. 

(5)  Impart  to  the  ends  of  the  shell 
(at    vertices)    a    tiptapatory    motion 

sufficient  to  disgorge  the  contents 
(y  +  w)  into  a  vessel  (bowl,  pot,  vase, 

vawze,  etc.) 

(6)  See  a  cook-book  ....  (the 
rest  is  lost) 


God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 
The  devil  still  must  have  his  fun. 
And  it  is  hard  for  us  to  say 
Why  you  have  lived  to  fifty-one; 
But   this  new  candle  on  the  cake 
Should  be  the  last  we  hght  for  you, 
God  will  not  make  the  same  mistake. 
The  devil  still  must  have  his  due, 
And   recollect,   you   little   fake. 
Napoleon  died  at  fifty-two. 

A.  P.  Herbert  in  Punch,  IHO. 


Covered  v.ith  grime.  Mr.  Beals  em- 
erged scowling  from  beneath  the  car. 
His  smiling  friend  Cohn,  fresh  and 
debonair,  beamed  upon  him  waving 
an  oil-can. 

"I've  just  given  the  cylinder  a 
thorough  oiling,  sir,"  he  said. 
'"Thought  that  might  help  make  'er 
go." 

"Cylinder  be  han<?ed"  roared  Mr. 
Beals,  "that  was  my  ear!" 


Mr.  Toole  (in  office) :  These  flowers 
are  for  the  phone  girls. 

Miss  Cowling:  Oh,  thank  you  sir, 
you  flatter  our  service. 

j\[r.  Toole:  Flatter  nothing.  I 
thought  they  were  all  dead. 


Dust  is  mud  with  the  juice  squeez- 
ed out. 


CARLE  YISMS 

— I  see,  said  the  bUnd  man,  as  he 
picked  up  his  hammer  and  saw. 

— These  chairs  are  very  generous: 
every  time  I  sit  on  them  they  give. 

— I'm  losing  my  voice  again:  why, 
yesterday  I  had  to  get  a  compass  to 
find  it. 

— As  the  man  said  when  he  opened 
the  door,  "I  wonder  what  this  lets 
me  in  for!"  Or  as  the  man  said  clos- 
ing the  door,  "This  lets  me  out." 

— As  the  backseat  driver  said  when 
the  car  headed  for  the  brick  wall, 
"Can  you  see  what  I'm  driving  at?" 

— As  the  car  said  on  leaving  the 
garage,  "I've  got  my  bearings  now!" 

— As  the  skunk  said  when  the  wind 
changed,  "It  all  comes  back  to  me 
now!" 

— As  the  nurse  going  off  duty  said 
to  the  one  going  on  duty,  "I  give 
you  my  ward". 


Teach  on  O  Miss  McGregor, 

The  Greek  class  has  begun; 
Once  more  to  lays  of  Homer 

Our  agile  minds  have  come. 
Though  lack  of  preparation 

Has  made  our  Greek  all  wrong. 
Teach  on  O  Miss  McGregor, 

Our  faith  in  thee  is  strong. 


Ken  Marshall:   Any  four- volt  two- 
watt  lamps? 

Mr.  Weames:   For  what? 
Ken:  No,  two. 
Mr.  Weames:  Two  what? 
Ken:  Yes. 


NEWS    FROM    THE    D.N.B. 

The  current  shortage  of  eggs  in 
Germany  has  at  last  been  remedied 
by  a  Heidelberg  chemist  who  has  in- 
vented an  efficient  egg  substitute 
made  from  albumen  extracted  from 
fish.  _ / 

The  current  shortage  of  fish  in 
Germany  has  at  last  been  remedied 
by  a  Heidelberg  chemist  who  has  in- 
vented an  efficient  fish  substitute 
made  from  cellulose  extracted  from 
old  Opera  Hats. 

The  current  shortage  of  old  Opera 
Hats  in  Germany  .... 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


The  Peterborough  Lock  Manufacturing  Company 

LIMITED 
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Form  V  Academic 


First  Row:   E.  Armstrong,  R.   Crowe,  M.  Powell,   W.  Jlorrow,  B.  Bruce,  M.  Miller,  A.  Churcher,  A.  Hickey, 

D.   Sutton. 
Second    Row:  J.   Cranford,   W.   Hall,   A.   Marshall,   B.  Kay,   D.    yloore.  H.   Kenner.    \V.   Gamble,   W.   Carew. 
Back   Row:    R.    Garner,   K.    Kidd,   K.   Johnston.   C.   Gillespie,  K.  Crocker.  K.  Hudson.  A.  tllack,  W.  Graham. 


Form  V  Academic 


First   Row:   B.  Barr,  J.  Pidgeon,  M,   Foster,  A.  O'Leary,  H.  Davis,  N.  Timlin,   E.  Van  Allen,  E.  Bigelow, 

V.   Hope. 
Second  Row:  P.  Paterson.  B.  Best,  S.  Richardson,  C.   Nisbett,    M.   Munro,   ,D.  Hutchinson.    J.   Ketcheson. 

J.    Haddow,    J.    Melton,    J.    Walker. 
Third  Row:  W.  Hunter,  F.  Ruskin,  K.  Hendry,  S.  Boorman,  M.  Waite,  I.  Michaud,  M.  Pierce,  J.  Hamley, 

D.   Clark,   M.  Hutton-Walker. 
Back   Row:   H.  Wellman,  H.  Beatty,  G.  Huffman,  M.Strickland,      M.    Curry,      E.    Glover,      M.    Mclntyre, 

J.   Dougherty. 


Sp 


ecial  Lommerc 


iai 


I.    Fitzgerald, 


First    Row:   L.   Rowland,   J.   Mann,   B.   Taylor,    I.   Howson,       E.     Rosborough,  E.    Cook, 

M.   Armstrong,   .="•.   Ashby,   H.    Dalton.  „ 

Second   Row:  L.   Stewart,   E.   Whaley,   A.  McCarthy,  E.  MeagHer,  W.  Armstrong.  M.  Riley,  M.  Armstrong, 

B.   Leggitt,   M.   Wood,    B.   Hughes.  .  „      .     ,  ,,,     tt         w  ti      „r    j 

Third  Row:  M.    Westbve,  J.  Johnston,  M.  McCarrell,   J.    Dons,      S.    Andrew.  W.    Hamilton.      H.     Wade. 
H     Ballard.    V.    Thornton. 

Back  Row:  B.  Richardson,  H.  Murphy,  M.  Brown,  A.   Hunter.    H.    Hopkins. 


Scholarship  Winners 


First   Row:   B.    White.  S.  Anderson.  N,  Timlin,  J,  Davidson,  H.  Kenner,  E.  Borland,  P.  Gishman,    C.  Lewis. 
Second  Row:  N.  Eloombe,  J.  Wallis,  J.  Franks,  ,S,  Brown,    H.    Mather,    C.    Jack,    G.    Choate,    M.    Brown, 

M.  Hanlon. 
Back    Row:    I..    Wright,   J.   Smedmor,   A.   Connell,   E.  Estlick.   J.    I'reston,   V.    Martin. 


Grade  XII  A  Acade 


mic 

First   Row:   E    Armstrong.  B.  Newman.  N.  Elcombe.  C.Nicholson.  D.  Taylor.  A.  Nelson,  C.  Hall.  M.  Delahaye, 

M.   Nesbitt.    N.   Smedmor 
Second   Row:  M.  Brown.  R.  Telford.  B.  Kerneghan.  B.  Cauley,  H.  Mathias,  F.  Merrett.  M.  Langlev.  B.  Bothwell. 

E.   Boyle.  J.   Allen.  M.  Laurie. 
Third    Row:  C.  Carlisle,    J.  Pitchford,    J.  Ferguson.    A.  G  )urlev.  J.  Thompson.  R.  Barrie.  D.  Graham.  A.  Bunnell, 

J.  Scott.  M.  Bateson. 
Back  Row:  J.  Stewart.  I.  Lackie.  M.  Boyle.  M.  Hall.  M.    Ferguson.   B.    Carley. 


Grade  XII  B  Academic 


First  Row:  B.  Puffer.  L.  Whatley.  M.  Buckham.  A.  Richardson.    G.    Lundy,    R.    McNeelv,    L.    Skitch.    O.    Beatty, 

R.   Heffernan,  J    Moncrief. 
Second  Row:  V.  Miller.  J.  Prophet,  M.  Miles,  T.  Howell.  B.  Greatrix.  H.  Edmison,  B.  Martin,  H.  Miller,  J.  Castle, 

J.   Wooll,  M.  Cook,  M.  Hooper. 
Third  Row:  D.  Cathcart,  B.  MacBrien,  J.  Stenton.  L.    Williamson.  B.  Hunt.  H.  Amys.  M.  Allison,  G.  Richardson. 

W.  Kemp,  M.  Plunkett.  B.  Nieholls. 
Back  Row:  H.  Green.  S.  Leith,  W.  Gibbs,  L.  Routley,  B.  Geraghty,  J.  Morrison,  W.  Greatrix.  F.  Foley,  E.  Gall, 

S.  Fine. 


Household 
Arts  XII 


Industrial  Arts  XII  and  XI 


Fir«t    Row:   C.  Crellin,   R.  McConkey,  I'.   Lazure.   G.    He    Carlu,    C.    Jack.    E.    Poast,    R.    Robertson. 

J    C 
Second 


■^    '^Row:"D.'"Board,   B.   Embury,  J.  Thexton,   E.   Hynes.      R.   Watson,      K.   Gash,      J.   McDonald, 


BackRow?'j.' wmtfakel-.   D.  Ketchabaw,  J.  Carter,   W.   Halladay,   K.   Marshall,   G.   Choate. 


M.  Hanwell 


C.  Lewis 


Grade  XII  Commercial 


First  Uow:  J.  Uallard,  R.  Hess,  J.  Duignan,  F.  Gishman,    J.    Johnston,    H.    Florence,    S.    Heslip. 
Sfcond    Row:        P.   McClennan,     M.  Paterson,     D.  Metheral,      H.   Mason,      J.   Rutherford,      K.   Cox. 

R.   Hai'ding. 
Back   Row:    P.   Cox,   P.  Marshall,   H.   Weston,   E.  Johnston. 


B.  White 


FORM  NEWS= 


How  To  Get  Acquainted 
With  V  A 

Several  days  ago  I  was  asked  to 
write  the  form  news.  That  isn't  very 
hard  as  there  are  so  many  illustrious 
people  in  our  form.  For  example  we 
have  Norma  Timlin  and  Hugh  Ken- 
ner,  those  scholarship  winners.  Then 
there  is  Gamble  who  heads  this  year's 
Students'  Council. 

Scriver  led  the  rugby  team  and  was 
ably  backed  by  such  stalwarts  as 
Gillespie,  MouU,  Sproule  and  Hall. 
Irene  Michaud  is  the  gal  who  an- 
nounces the  Dramatic  Club  meetings. 
Sylvia  Boorman  and  Armstrong  are 
in  the  cast  of  this  year's  play,  whose 
handsome  hero  is  Bill  Graham.  Oh 
joy!  Jean  is  the  president  of  the 
school  Red  Cross  group.  Mary  Curry, 
Betsy  English,  and  Powell  were  on 
the  committee  for  the  soldiers'  Christ- 
mas boxes. 

A  little  bird  tells  me  Mary  Waite 
writes  poetry!  Must  be  love.  Pauline 
Paterson  and  Rusty  Marshall,  our 
red-heads,  lend  some  colour  to  our 
usually  dull  class-rooms.  Those  glam- 
our girls,  Mary  Strickland  and  Jeanne 
Ketcheson,  are  the  belles  of  all  the 
balls.  Scott,  Cranford,  and  Johnson 
are  V  A's  gift  to  the  ladies.  Jessie 
Haddow  has  the  questionable  honour 
of  being  half  the  Greek  class! 

Every  morning  while  Mr.  Zavitz  is 
doing  the  honours  at  the  front  of  the 
room.  Agnes  Richardson,  Barb 
Best,  Dorothy  Ross,  and  Greta  Huff- 
man have  a  cozy  little  chat  at  the 
back  of  the  room.  Then  there  are 
those  strong  silent  men,  Moore  and 
Churcher.  Mildred  Mclntyre  is  a 
(clair  de)  lunatic.  Pardon  me,  that 
was  supposed  to  be  funny.  Crocker 
is  the  lad  with  the  baton.  He  raises 
his  little  stick,  says,  "One,  two, 
three,"  and  we  all  swing  out  on  that 
smooth  new  tune  "Roamin  in  the 
Gloamin." 

Carew  and  Fran  Ruskin  always  get 
their  Algebra.  Oh  these  mathematic- 
ians! How  do  they  do  it?  Let's  see 
now,  V  A  has  tall  Miss  Nisbet  and 
short  Miss  Davis.  Bruce  is  the  little 
man  who  often  isn't  there.  Eleanor 
Glover,  Helen  Wellman,  and  Kath- 
erine  Hendry  seem  to  be  the  studious 
type.  I  guess  Aaron  Black  has  an 
executive  mind:  he  is  managing  that 
paper   collection   business. 

Last  but  not  least  there  is  Anne 
O'Leary  who  has  really  simplified 
that  homework  problem.  She  arrives 


Bricks  and  Bouquets  Of 
Special  Commercial 

Iris    Fitzgerald — always   skygazing. 
Marjorie    Tinker — has    her    ups    and 

downs. 
Eleanor    Rosborough — always    up    to 

Parr. 
Marian  Brown — just  knows. 
Betty  Whaley  —  Life's  just  one  big 

why. 
Betty     Richardson  —  usually     comes 

Friday  to  catch  up  on  gossip. 
Wilma  Armstrong — no  angel-sprouted 

wings. 
Betty  Hughes  —  Who    can    Turner 

heart? 
Helen   Hopkins — jeepers  creepers,  oh 

what  peepers! 
Evelyn     Stevenson  —  Betty     Grable 

plus. 
Jean    Johnston  —  deserves    a    shield 

'cause  she's  a  sweet  kid. 
Audrey  Hunter — just  a  cut-up. 
Mary     Armstrong  —  Special's     Hedy 

Lamarr. 
Marg  Wood — Joe  Bailey's  stooge. 
Shirley  Ashby — shouldn't  run  so  fast. 
.\dele    McCarthy — Beat    me    Daddy 

eight  to  the  Bar. 
Elaine    Cook — dark   eyes! 
Helen    Murphy — and    Hazel    Dalton 

are  each  other's  shadow. 
Mary  Riley — just  beams. 
Betty  Meigher — can't  keep  score. 
Helen  Wade — Scrub  me  Mamma  with 

a  Boogie  Beat. 
Eleanor  Taylor — She's  got  rhythm. 
Velma  Thornton — a  whiz  at  rapid  cal. 
Leatha  Rowland — shines  with  Irium. 
Bill  Hamilton — is  undertaking  a  httle 

undertaking. 
Sammy  Andrew — hates  to  get  up. 
Jean  Mann — Hi  Ho  Silver! 
Helen    Ballard — fairy-tale    princess. 
Marjorie  Armstrong — an  authority  on 

cooking. 
Molly   McCarrell — gets   a   huge   kick 

out  of  life! 
Betty  Legitt — just  the  shy  type. 
Marg.  Westbye — creamiest  cream  of 

this  crop. 
Jack     Dorriss  —  human     book     of 

knowledge. 
Special  Commercial — judge  for  your- 
self!!!!!! 


at  the  beginning  of  last  period  in  the 
morning.  Well  we  must  look  into 
this!  The  only  other  way  to  get  really 
acquainted  with  our  form  is  to  see 
what  a  well-behaved  class  we  are 
just  before  second  bell  every  morn- 
ing, I  don't   think. 


We  Twenty-Five  Of  V  B 

'Tis  said  time  and  again  when 
pupils  reach  Fifth  Form  the  wheat  is 
well  separated  from  the  chaff — need 
I  say  more?  (Well,  I'm  going  to.) 
For,  though  the  wheat  of  V  B  is  but 
twenty-five  kernels  strong,  each  is 
well  known,  and  recognized,  if  only 
by  one  characteristic  quality.  Look 
for  yourself: 

For  instance,  there  are  Earl  West- 
man  and  Don  Sutton  who,  with  Mr. 
Henry,  try  to  ward  off  the  giggUng, 
chattering  and  gossiping  of  their 
twenty  female  classmates  in  Biology. 
Then  there's  Frank  Hogan,  who  cer- 
tainly reads  interesting  fiction  in  the 
study  room,  and  Bud  Miller,  whose 
favourite  magazine  is  definitely 
Esquire.  Keith  Kidd  certainly  shoots 
a  mean  rifle.  Bob  Garner  is  never, 
never  seen  idle.  We  have  Walter 
Morrow  who's  as  quiet  as  a  mouse, 
and  John  Wray  who's  even  quieter. 
And  last  of  our  nine  boys  comes 
Archie  Wilson  of  the  rosy  cheeks. 

Helen  Beatty  stands  at  the  head 
of  her  class  and  is  president  of  the 
G.A.A.  and  captain  of  the  Senior 
Girls'  Basketball  team  besides.  Joan 
Melton  is  well  known  for  her  sales- 
manship of  war  stamps.  Betty  Barr 
entertains  V  B  girls  in  the  assembly 
with  her  jokes  and  Eleanor  Bigelow 
is  a  favourite  of  ours  and  Mr.  Petit's 
too!  Berta  Belleghem  leads  the  line 
in  P.T.  and  loves  Knox  College. 
June  Pigeon  and  Marion  Foster  are 
seldom  seen  apart,  while  Joy  Walker 
and  Doris  Hutchinson  can  always  be 
found  giving  the  latest  angles  on 
their  respective  love  affairs.  Shirley 
Richardson  is  the  last  to  arrive  and 
the  last  to  leave  each  day  —  it's  so 
hard  getting  on  those  goloshes!  Mary 
Pierce  does  wonderful  Botany  draw- 
ings and  sits  next  to  our  pet  goldfish 
in  the  lab.  Elta  Van  Allen  and  Verna 
Hope  are  two  who  always  have  that 
French  done  'way  ahead  of  time 
and  Winnifred  Hunter  is  V  B's 
homework  bureau.  Jean  Hamley  en- 
tertains us  in  French  with  her  original 
translations  and  Marguerite  Walker 
is  noted  for  her  quick  wit,  which  is 
as  nimble  as  are  her  fingers  when 
she's  knitting.  Last  of  all,  we  boast 
Dorothy  Clark  who  uses  her  study 
period  in  writing  long  letters  to  that 
handsome  air  force  man! 

Yes,  V  B  will  be  remembered,  and 
don't  dare  ask  what  for!! 
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XII  A  Ac.  Forty-One  Strong 

VNTiat  a  pleasure  it  must  be  to 
each  of  XII  A's  teachers  to  behold 
an  eager  line  of  pupils,  forty-one 
strong,  walk  into  their  rooms.  This 
animation  is  usually  at  its  peak  on 
blue  Monday  when  our  week-end 
sports  enthusiasts  Ump  in,  buy  their 
war  stamps,  and  sit  carefully  down. 
Of  course,  we  have  the  studious  type 
such  as  Marg.  Lawrie  and  Fran. 
Belleghem  who  are  then  just  finish- 
ing their  Latin. 

Perhaps  most  often  heard  of 
XII  A's  pupils  would  be  our  "Did 
you  remember  it"  man,  Alden  Gour- 
ley,  who  has  become  noticeably 
thinner  since  he  started  spending  all 
noon  hour  at  the  telephone. 

The  argumentative  powers  of  John 
Frank  and  Harold  Matthews  make 
them  public  hazards  to  Mr.  Zavitz. 

XII  A  can  boast  representation  on 
practically  all  school  activities.  Bob 
Carley  is  format  editor  of  The 
Echoes,  while  Arthur  Bunnell  is 
head  of  the  humour  section.  We  have 
two  scholarship  winners,  Maureen 
Brown  and  Norma  Elcombe.  Davis 
Graham,  besides  being  on  The  Echoes 
staff,  is  in  the  school  orchestra. 
Among  our  form's  camera  enthusiasts 
are  Jack  Thompson  and  Roger 
Barrie. 
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By  this  time  you  will  have  seen 
Barbara  Bothwell  as  the  pretty 
heroine  who  "Stooped  To  Conquer." 
Other  XII  A  dramatists  are  E.  Arm- 
strong, R.  Telford,  and  C.  Nicholson. 

Many  of  our  fair  sex  are  very 
active  in  basketball.  Fran  Merrett, 
Marion  Bateson,  Mary  Ferguson, 
and  the  Boyle  sisters  are  but  a  few 
of  these. 

Note  to  School  Board:  Jim  Fer- 
guson wants  a  clock  installed  in 
Latin  class  so  that  Bob  Carley  won't 
have  to  waken  him  five  times  a 
period  to  learn  how  many  minutes 
are  left  to  endure. 

B.  Newman.  J.  Allen,  M.  Hall,  and 
B.  Cauley  beg  to  differ  with  the  old 
adage  that  you  can't  do  two  things 
at  one  time.  They  regularly  carry  on 
a  gossip  circle  while  writing  com- 
positions. 

Congratulations  are  due  to  Chris- 
tine Carlisle  who  correctly  solved  a 
geometry  problem  the  other  day. 

Since  the  original  purpose  of  this 
column  was  to  boost  XII  A,  let  me 

(Continued  on  Page  66) 

XII  Household  Arts  Will  Open 
A  Drive-ln 

Mildred,  Connie,  Marg.  and  Bev. 
are  H.  Arts  XII. 

This  form  is  well  known.  If  two 
stay  away  on  the  same  day,  they  are 
instantly  pounced  upon  and  accused 
of  taking  in  a  show. 

Upon  graduating,  these  young 
ladies  will  open  a  drive-in.  Mildred 
and  Connie  manage  the  food  prob- 
lem, while  Marg.  and  Bev.  tend  the 
gas  pumps  and  make  repairs  on 
autos  that  limp  in. 

We  are,  in  spite  of  the  above  para- 
graph, serious  (at  times) .  Please 
don't  believe  any  rumours  circulating 
around  the  school  to  the  effect  we 
are  not.  We  all  do  war  work  and 
have  extra  —  curricular  activities.  — 
Margaret  Gertley. 
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Society  Notes  Of  XII  B  Ac. 

"All  those  who  were  talking  stand 
up."  Mr.  Zavitz  wheels  from  the 
board  (after  going  through  it  again) 
and  bellows  forth  this  command. 
Bravely  up  pops  Greatrix  (fond  of 
pictures)  Fine,  AUison  (knitting?.'), 
and  Foley.  Which  girls  you're 
wondering.'  None  other  than  Misses 
Cathcart,  MacBrien  (each  seeing 
who  can  get  into  the  most  trouble) , 
and  Hooper,  suppressing  giggles  with 
a  great  effort  from  the  latest  joke. 

To  R.  McNeelj'  in  black,  "who 
are  you  mourning  for,  kid?"  Ruth 
disdainfully  answered,  "my  cat." 
If  Miss  Miller  got  laryngitis,  who 
would  do  the  majority  of  talk- 
ing at  Misses  Skitch's,  Puffer's  and 
Miles'  lockers.  In  case  she  does  we'll 
have  Kemp,  Morrison,  and  Gibbs  in 
reserve  to  help  in  tliis  respect. 

Maybe  J.  Castle  will  teach  us  all 
to  play  basketball  the  way  she  does 
if  we  hint  long  enough,  eh  Bernice 
and  Vera — who  nose? 

We  won  the  flag  for  the  sales  of 
Stamps  due  largely  to  the  grand 
efforts  of  Miss  Stenton  and  secondly 
Wilhamson.  Keep  up  the  good  work, 
and  that  goes  for  j'e  war-working 
students  not  mentioned. 

The  Geraghty  brothers  scarcely 
notice  each  other,  but  who  notices 
the  Geraghty  boys?  Well!  Get  in- 
formation from  Reta  and  Helen. 

Flash!  Anyone  wanting  help  with 
Latin,  approach  Misses  Prophet  and 
Whatley?? 

Richardson  seems  to  get  a  kick 
out  of  such  remarks  as  "Toss  him 
out"  or  "Throw  a  brick  at  him"  from 
Misses  Wooll  and  Moncrief,  whereas 
Miss  Beatty  looks  back  quite 
shocked. 

There's  something  about  a  soldier! 
Kindly  ask  Miss  Lundy  for  further 
details. 

Could  be  that  if  Routley  stuck  a 
pin  in  Green,  our  top  boy,  the  latter 
would  "levez-vous"  fast. 

Mr.  Hale  asked  in  English  what 
one  would  bring  to  listen  to  music, 
meaning  appreciation.  One  bright 
lass  answered  "Ears!"  Who  could 
that  be?  Miss  Plunkett?  No!! 

Now  where  shall  I  put  Misses 
Buckham  and  Nicholls?  You  tell  me! 
After  taking  a  squint  at  the  number 
in  XII  B  you'll  understand  why  so 
many  are  left  out,  but  cheer  up,  find 
their  pictures  in  this,  our  worthy 
magazine. — L. 
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Girl  Promoted  to  Referee 
XII  Commercial 

The  remaining  students  of  Grade 
XII  Commercial  disregard  the  call 
of  industry  because  they  feel  they 
must  spend  as  much  time  as  possible 
with  beloved  form  teacher,  Mr. 
Shearer.  The  feeling  must  be  mutual 
as  he  keeps  all  girls  who  do  not 
know  their  shorthand  after  school. 

Miss  Bailey  is  disgusted  with  our 
basketball  playing  but  the  periods 
are  enjoyable  even  though  we  get 
prolonged  instructions  often  and  a 
few  bruises  and  black  eyes  (not  from 
Miss  Bailey.) 

Phyllis  Marshall  confuses  rugby 
with  basketball  much  to  the  distress 
of  her  guard.  Ruby  Harding.  The 
red  streak  on  our  team  is  Fanny 
Gishman.  June  Ballard  was  promoted 
to  referee  for  one  period. 

After  that  strenuous  game  we  rest 
in  Economics.  Mr.  Simmers  often 
finds  it  hard  to  get  to  the  room  be- 
fore the  boys  and  to  live  up  to  his 
name,  he  simmers.  We  have  heard 
that  Rutherford,  Patterson,  Mason 
and  Metheral  have  a  hard  time  get- 
ting Cox  up  on  time  and  he  will  not 
appear  before  the  girls  unless  he 
looks  his  best. 

Elsie  Johnston  shines  in  law 
period.  Jean  Johnston  beams  in  them 
all.  Pat  Cox  is  unaware  that  we  are 
about  to  bestow  the  honour  of 
official  "cheerer  upper"  upon  her.  We 
wonder  where  Jean  Duignan,  our 
form  representative,  gets  her  endless 
supply  of  life  savers.  Phyllis  Mc- 
Clennan,  Helen  Weston  and  Bessie 
Watson  are  content  to  let  the  rest 
of  the  world  roll  by.  Ruth  Hess  is 
always  ready  to  offer  her  services 
whenever  called  upon.  Hannah  Flor- 
ence is  flourishing  in  maths,  but  her 
shorthand  is  hopeless. — S.H. 

Jots  and  Flashes  From  XI  Com. 

How  to  achieve  my  task?  A  dif- 
ficult question  indeed.  The  task,  by 
the  way,  is  to  enlighten  you  on  the 
subject  of  our  bewildering  form.  Boys 
are  generally  a  safe  (?)  beginning  so 
starting  from  the  top  and  proceeding 
down:  Wilson  is  our  tall  fresh-air 
fiend.  Some  day  he'll  be  a  hair-dres- 
ser. He  makes  half-hearted  attempts 
at  dying  Shirly  Mortimer's  hair  a 
beautiful  blue — with  ink.  Leether  is 
our  he-man.  Deane  Cutmore  our 
glamour  boy.  Braund  and  Webster 
are  our  brilliant  (it's  actually  a  dull 
finish)  literature  students.  We  also 
have  a  human  wall,  Stewart  and 
MiUs  are  out-of-town  representatives. 

Helen  Hughes — blonde,  Ruth  Reid 
— brunette.  Crystal  Hendry  who  de- 
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clares  her  hair  is  brown.  We  have  our 
own  idea  on  that  score.  We  have 
three  Dorises,  the  Misses  Johnston, 
Lee  and  Preston.  Some  day  we  will 
buy  Jean  MacDonald  a  loud  speak- 
er. Misses  Estlick,  Dalliday  and  Pue 


The  Model  Student 

are  athletic  minded  girls.  Misses  An- 
drews and  Thompson  are  style  con- 
scious ladies.  If  Betty  Simmons  and 
Edna  Armour  ever  take  to  their  feet 
for  transportation  the  Bus  Lines  will 
lose  considerable  business.  D.  Franks 
and  A.  Connell  compare  notes  on  a 
certain  "Chff".  Gloria  Lush  is  a 
homey  girl  (I  don't  mean  domestic.) 
So  this  is  Eleanor  Doyle  signing  off 
with  a  last  salute  to  X  I  Commercial. 

Form  XII  Industrial  Arts  Hold 
Record 

You  have  not  seen  our  form? 
Amazing!  But  don't  be  alarmed;  it 
is  not  on  account  of  poor  eyesight. 

Our  form,  of  minute  .size  at  the 
beginning  of  the  term,  has  decreased 
twenty-five  per  cent.  This  portion  of 
our  class  vanished  in  the  person  of 
Jim  Brown,  who  now  has  a  full-time 
job  at  his  favorite  subject,  auto 
mechanics. 

Since  only  three  of  us  are  left,  we 
hold  the  record  for  the  School's 
smallest  form. 

We  are:  Guido  DeCarlo  (Mr.  Wes- 
ley Brown's  right-hand  man) .  Everett 
Poast  who  flirts  —  or  does  he?'  and 
Colin  Jack,  the  camera  fiend. — J. 


A  Chat  With  XI  A  Academic 

If  you  should  be  strolling  leisurely 
on  the  third  floor  before  school  on 
Monday  morning,  you  would  see  a 
large  crowd  collected  around  the 
door  of  the  Chemistry  lab.  If  you 
waited  a  httle  longer  you  would  see 
Mr.  Graham  elbow  his  way  to  the 
entrance  and  admit  to  their  form- 
room  what  has  been  referred  to  as 
the  "cream  of  the  third  forms", 
XI  A  Academic. 

Our  able  form  representative  is 
Margaret  Flett,  while  the  G.A.A. 
and  B.A.A.  are  represented  by  Miss 
Cathcart  and  Rod  Blackwell.  Miss 
Zavitz  supplies  delightful  music  for 
morning  assemblies. 

Our  form  has  given  a  good  account 
of  itself  in  school  activities.  Diplock 
is  a  budding  rugby  star,  and  Misses 
Frost  and  Flett  and  Dinsdale  are  on 
basketball  teams.  Campbell,  Han- 
bidge,  and  Diplock  are  cadet  officers; 
Sellon,  Dinsdale,  and  Florence  are 
signallers,  and  Foley  is  taking  first- 
aid  work.  Blackwell  and  Forde  are 
in  the  bugle  band. 

The  orchestra  is  represented  by 
Miss  Zavitz  and  Forde,  and  the 
Glee  Club  by  Misses  Chase  and 
Zavitz.  In  the  Dramatic  Club  are 
Crowe,  Hanbidge,  and  Brown;  and 
the  candid  camera  fiends  are  Allen, 
Boyd,  Brown,  Crowe  and  Hanbidge. 

XI  A  has  made  a  good  showing  in 
war  work,  the  majority  of  the  girls 
being  engaged  in  it. 

Well,  wonders  do  occur.  Miss 
Blaiklock  and  Fowlie  sometimes  do 
arrive  on  time,  and  the  back  row  in 
the  French  class  do  pay  attention, 
when  Miss  Montgomery  is  sitting 
there.  Most  of  us  like  P.T.,  but  the 
boys  feel  that  the  exercises  would  be 
of  shorter  duration  if  Mr.  Bamforth 
were  doing  them  himself. — S.B. 
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If  I  had  my  way,  I  would 
write  the  word  "Insure"  over 
the  door  of  every  cottage  and 
upon  the  blotting  book  of 
every  public  man. — Rt.  Hon. 
Winston    Churchill. 
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Co. 
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Personnel_Of  XI  B  Academic 

Our  singing  star,  June  Burrows,  re- 
presents XI  B  on  the  high  notes  of 
morning  assembly  songs,  and  Tom 
Lillico  the  flat  ones.  We  had  better 
watch  Allan  Johnston  who  is  fast 
learning  the  art  of  making  love  in 
the  school  play.  Perhaps  he  could 
give  Doug.  Hill  a  few  lessons.  Rosina 
Fanning,  Laura  Lee,  and  Jean  Gould 
have  a  habit  of  breaking  things  in 
Chemistry  Lab.  Harold  Louden 
should  write  a  book  on  the  technique 
of  sleeping  in  a  classroom  and  Gor- 
don  Lupton  and  Bill  Loomis  could 
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help  him  to  write  it.  Pat  Hardie, 
Marion  Helson  and  Ailwen  Jones  are 
better  known  as  the  "Three  Little 
Thorns  on  Mr.  Henry's  Rose  Bush." 

Jim  Hooper  seems  to  be  a  genius 
for  answering  questions,  and  Elinore 
Kent  for  having  her  homework  done. 
Betty  Hughes  drives  around  in  a 
flashy  roadster,  but  can  she  change 
a  tire?  Jack  Hardill  always  tries  to 
entertain  Ruth  Brown  with  the 
latest  jokes.  Jack  Hill,  Ralph  Green, 
and  Fred  Garner  are  our  (camera) 
enthusiasts.  Katherine  Johnston 
wishes  her  activities  to  remain  un- 
known, likewise  Nancy  Moore.  Why? 

Gerald  Ackford  is  our  future  foot- 
ball hero  and  Ray  Kidd  our  cham- 
pion woman-hater.  Wilma  Hunt, 
Doreen  Hutchison,  Jim  Laing  and 
Leonard  Hayes  have  a  struggle  with 
the  signs  in  Algebra — but  don't  we 
all.''  Will  Miss  Weddell  ever  be  able  to 
catch  up  with  Max  Graham  in  his 
French  exercises,  and  convince  Bill 
Garner,  Leslie  Groombridge  and 
Chris  Huffman  that  they  should  be- 
have. Betty  Giffen,  Norma  Gray, 
Dale  Dugan,  Anna  Hubel,  Jim  Kay, 
and  Donald  Hamblin  save  the  day 
with  their  wonderful  understanding 
of  English.  And  oh!  I  almost  forgot 
we  have  a  second  Euclid  in  Bill 
Cuppy,  who  can  prove  that  every 
triangle  is  Lsosceles.  (Don't  ask  me 
how.) — J.L. 


Something  Different  From 
XI  C  Academic 

If  you  are  looking  for  something 
different  come  to  XI  C.  We  can 
supply  you  with  anything  as  you  will 
soon  see.  Have  you  noticed  the  long 
and  short  of  it — Sackville,  Richard- 
son, Roy  versus  Newton  and  Bur- 
roughs; and  the  fat  and  the  thin  of 
it  — •  McKnight  versus  Richmond. 
See  our  two  blonde  Donalds,  Spicer 
and  Milburn;  our  two  athletes,  Scott 
and  McWilliams;  and  our  future 
store  manager,  Saunders.  Note  our 
Belleville  lady,  M.  Bowerman;  our 
twin-like  Northey  sisters;  our  Smith 
students.  Misses  McKee  and  Wilson; 
our  quiet  trio,  Misses  Mitchell,  San- 
derson and  Pearson  and  our  talka- 
tive duet.  Misses  Turner  and  Staples. 

Why  does  Betty  Stewart  leave  the 
attendance  sheet  on  the  first  floor  so 
often?  Surely  it  is  not  to  miss  the 
interesting  and  informing  (?) 
Physics  class.  Suppose  some  morning 
Evelyn  Martin  and  Mather  came 
without  their  French  and  Latin 
homework  done,  where  would  the 
rest  of  the  class  get  theirs?  What 
would  happen  if  McKnight  came  to 
school  two  days  in  a  row  or  if  Miss 
Moore  didn't  make  Marion  Suther- 
land put  her   French  homework   on 

{Continued  on  Page  57) 
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NAME 

WEAKNESS 

AIM    IN   LIFE 

F.  Mason 

gi-ammar 

to  be  a  butcher 

Wliittaker 

candy 

learning  to  ride  a  bicycle 

Ketchabaw 

none 

to  get  100% 

Board 

science  discussions 

to  help  Carter  with — ? 

Hart 

length 

to  grow  a  moustache 

Carter 

Grade  IX  girls 

to  be  a  modern  Casanova 

Thexton 

P.T. 

to  be  a  second  Tarzan 

Halliday 

watching  soldiers 

to  equal  big  brother 

Gash 

colourful  ties 

to  beat  A.  Gertley  in  tennis 

McConkey 

everything 

to  become  a  public  speaker 

Crellin 

coming  to  school 

to  wear  a  uniform 

Choate 

model  aeroplanes 

to  make  them  fly 

Carpenter 

red  hair 

to  be  class  leader 

Baxter 

collecting  erasers 

to  keep  Mr.  Maybee  worried 

Watson 

looking  girls  in  the  eye 

to  be  a  qualified  draftsman 

XI  B  Industrial 

Arts 

NAME 

WEAKNESS 

AIM   IN  LIFE 

Ken  Marshall 

short  circuits 

to  learn  to  dance 

Bob  Honour 

everything 

to  invent  a  bowling  pin  that 
can't  be  knocked  over 

Ed.  Hynes 

"shooting-irons" 

to  beat  the  big  bass  drum 

Bob  Robertson 

"Did  you  see  that  one  Ec 

!"join  the  navy 

Paul  Lazure 

mostly  feminine 

to  be  a  ladies'  man 

Jim  Record 

appendicitis 

a   driver's   license   for   his 
father's  car 

George  Sanderson   hitch-hiking 

to  do  the  least  in  P.T. 

Wally  Buchanan 

vivid  expressions 

a  perfect  car    (6  horns) 

Bruce  Embury 

mathematics 

doubtful 
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Something  Different  From 
XI  C  Academic 

{Continued  from  Page  56) 

the  board?  Watch  how  Helen  Mon- 
crief  and  Scholes  do  their  homework 
in  school.  Miss  Howson  would  be 
overcome  if  Misses  Matchet  and 
Rahmel  stopped  talking  and  paid 
attention  to  English  once  in  a  while. 
The  question  among  the  girls  is 
whether  Graham  has  a  permanent  or 
not.  Metcalfe  is  Miss  Mcintosh's 
willing  messenger  boy.  Louise  Roche 

(Continued  on  Page  66) 
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What  Not  To  Do  In  Home 
Economics  XI 

In  Home  Economics  XI  one  must 
never  mention  buttonholes,  at  least 
not  in  front  of  Eleanor  Collins. 

We  hope  that  Agnes  Pogue  is  not 
intending  to  change  to  the  Com- 
mercial Department,  but  that  is 
where  her  interest  lies. 

What  certain  little  girl  got  all 
burned  up  in  the  Science  Laboratory 
when  she  stuck  her  head  in  a  Bunsen 
Burner?  Not  Vera  Mitchell? 

Our  form  boasts  three  jitterbugs — 
Misses  Doughty,  Galagher  and  Par- 
sons. Radios  should  have  television, 
firmly  declared  Dorothy  Telford  one 
noon  after  listening  to  a  certain 
broadcast  from  Toronto. 

The  two  distinguished  girls  of  the 
form  are  Fern  Brown,  the  artist,  and 

(Continued  on  Page  69) 
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X  A  Commercial  Goes  Hiking 

"A  hiking  we  will  go."  Ten  A 
Commercial  was  out  for  a  good  time 
for  we  were  off  for  a  hike  in  the 
country,  with  our  staunch-hearted 
form  teacher.  Miss  O'Connell.  We 
had  to  walk  slowly  as  Iris  Davis  was 
still  stiff  from  P.T.  on  Friday.  Misses 
Young  and  Wilson  began  to  laugh 
and  giggle  and  Muriel  Fallen,  Beryl 
Dobbin  and  Helen  Allen  followed 
suit,  keeping  us  all  in  good  spirits. 
Then  Ruth  Florence  sang  "I'm  An 
Old  Cow-Hand"  and  dedicated  it  to 
Mary  Chesher.  When  we  reached  our 
destination  Misses  Stewart,  Gurney, 
Forbes,  Crouker,  and  SoUitt  acted  as 
our  chefs  and  set  to  work  getting  the 
"grub"  ready,  after  Ethelwyn 
Gileson,  Colleen  Gilbert,  and  Eleanor 
Mcllmoyle  had  gathered  firewood. 
When  everyone  was  served  Miriam 
Parnell  spilled  her  cocoa  on  Irene 
Ferguson  laughing  at  a  joke  told  by 
Mabel  Watkins.  After  eating  we  sat 
around  the  fire  and  heard  Audrey 
Britnell,  Doris  Chenier,  and  Ruth 
Maskell  telling  stories  and  finally 
persuaded  the  smallest  girls  in  the 
room,  Blanche  Quinn,  Angeline  De 
Carlo  and  Lucille  Doughty  to  give 
us  an  Andrew  sisters  rendition  of 
"Down  by  the  O-hi-O"!  Dot  Con- 
stable, Phyllis  Cook,  Shirley  and 
Margaret  Allen  had  to  leave  early, 
because  —  well,  there's  something 
about  a  soldier!  Later  when  Miss 
O'Connell  called  the  roll  to  see  if  all 
were  there,  we  were  surprised  to  hear 
so  many  names  beginning  with  "J". 
J.  Ball.  J.  Bell,  J.  Alexander,  J. 
Gracie,  J.  Bridcott,  J.  MacMorran 
and  J.  Griffin. 

A  Sketch  Of  X  B  Commercial 

This  is  a  sketch  of  the  brilliant 
lads  and  lasses  of  X  B.  Margaret 
Mullen  and  Dorothy  Higgins  use  salt 
in  their  muffins.  Marg.  Spence,  head 
of  the  class,  is  a  wizard  on  skates. 
McCarthy  is  a  keen  student  from 
Keene.  Franks  is  our  artist  and  Len 
Slaughter  knows  quite  a  few  jjhone 
numbers  of  X  A  girls.  Evelyn  Knox 
looks  on  the  "Sonny"  side  of  things 
while  Amelda  Travis  takes  an  inter- 
est in  theatre  ushers.  Harrison  is 
the  little  man  who  wasn't  there  and 
Bedford  is  our  peanut  expert.  Pearl 
Spooner  hkes  dogs  and  Marg.  Aiken 
makes  all  the  boys'  hearts  go 
pitter  patter.  Csumrik  knows  all 
about  boxing  and  Hartshorn  is  our 
glamour  boy.  Kay  Gray  stands  high 
in  the  boys'  estimation  and  Gertrude 
is    our    "Rose."     Nicholls,     Traviss, 

(Continued  on  Page  6i) 
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Newsettes  Of  X  A  Academic 

Boys:  Messrs.  Andrews,  Arm- 
strong, Best,  Boate,  Bond,  Bower- 
man,  Brook,  Brown,  Buckham, 
Butcher,  Collins,  Coone,  Courtney, 
Davis,  Devey,  Dewart,  Grahame, 
Monkman. 

Girls:  Misses  Alexander,  Allen, 
Barrie,  Batterson,  Blewett,  Boyer, 
Brealey,  Breckenridge,  Brown, 
Brown,  Brown,  Card,  Chaise,  Clark, 
Clarke,  Collins,  CoUins,  Coleman, 
Curtiss,  Demos,  Dunkley,  Dunford, 
Fisk,  Lines,  Metcalfe. 

This  is  X  A  Academic  reporting. 
See  all  the  freaks  and  meet  our 
trained  seals — only  a  dime,  folks — 
hurry,  hurry,  hurry! 

Everyone  in  this  form  excels  in 
something,  from  Latin  to  chewing 
gum.  For  when  all  is  said  and  done, 
we  have  a  "perty"  smart  set  of  per- 
sonages in  this  form. 

Right  over  to  your  left,  behold  the 
Leaning  Tower  of  Pisa  —  oh!  beg 
your  pardon,  Alan  Boate. 

Before  you,  my  friends,  you  see 
outstretched  the  wide  panorama  of 
our  daily  lives  in  this  form. 

Do  you  see  those  jaws  opening  and 
closing  rhythmically?  Those  are  our 
human    gum    demolishers;    they    can 
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wear  a  new  stick  of  gum  down  to  a 
mere   frazzle  in  six  minutes  fiat! 

The  little  lady  who  has  just  dash- 
ed in,  upsetting  all  and  sundry,  my 
friends,  is  our  famous  (obviously) 
late  getter-upper,  Jean  Cranfield;  late 
again!  We  truly  believe  that  Jean 
will  be  the  death  of  us  yet. 

Mr.  Richardson  has  reason  to  be 
proud  of  the  girls'  volleyball  team, 
for  did  they  not  fight  fire  and  foe 
to  return  unscathed,  —  victorious, 
with  the  Intermediate  Champion- 
ship! Orchids  to  the  ladies  and  their 
captain,  Marg.  Barrie. 

Talented  X  B  Academic 

X  B  is  quite  a  class.  Fanning  and 
McCuUough  provide  the  fun  for  us, 
but  evidently  the  teachers  don't 
appreciate  it.  Lila  Milburn,  Sheila 
Macguire,  Jean  Ferguson,  Caroline 
McCabe,  Gloria  Lowney,  and  Len- 
ore  Mather  make  up  for  the  less 
talkative  ones:  Lois  Humphries, 
Willene  Hope,  Pauline  Kempt,  Max- 
ine  Kidd,  Bernie  Hardie,  and  Jeanne 
Metcalfe. 

Have  you  noticed  Gertley  is 
always  finding  short-cuts  and  easier 
methods  for  his  mathematics?  Geral- 
dine  Melton  tackles  figures  in  a  dif- 
ferent way.  Have  you  seen  her 
figure-skating.'  Have  you  seen  her 
fractured  wrist? 

June  Moore  is  our  violinist.  Edgar 
also  (plays?)  in  the  orchestra. 
"Terry"  LaPlante  and  Dorothy  Lar- 
mer  supply  (music?)  for  our  locker- 
room. 

A  certain  girl  finds  it  stimulating 
to  her  weak  heart  to  walk  with  the 
boys'  line.  WTiy  do  Ruth  Florence 
and  INIonica  Lawless  like  the  end  of 
the  girls'  line  so  well? 

At  whom  is  Gray  constantly  gaz- 
ing over  in  the  locality  of  Doris 
Moncrief  and  Jean  Blodgett?  Why 
does  Galvin  wink  at  the  girls? 

Wanted:  Somebody  to  do  mathe- 
matics homework  for  McCuUough, 
Smoke,  Hall,  Edmison,  and  Hooper. 
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\Vhy  doesn't  somebody  inform 
Green,  Ferguson,  and  Lillico  that 
the  bell  rings  at  1.30,  not  1.45. 

Does  Joan  Leshe  turn  her  head 
around  to  see  the  teacher  better? 
We  wonder. 

Adele  Fitzgerald  and  Lyon  are 
brilliant  students.  We  have  perhaps 
a  future  aviator  in  our  midst — • 
Earle  Moorehead. 

Betty  Mantell  has  certainly  done 
her  part  in  the  sale  of  War  Savings 
Stamps.— V.M. 

X  C  Academic  Successful 

Form  X  C  has  been  on  the  whole, 

successful  this  year. 

The  boys  were  undefeated  in 
basketball  though,  in  spite  of  Bill 
Sisson's  scoring,  the  volleyball  team 
lost.  "Spike"  Mathews  was  the  cap- 
tain of  the  junior  football  team. 

Pearl  Trethewey,  Jack  Paterson, 
Roy  Sutcliffe  and  Jack  Taylor  play 
in  the  orchestra. 

Our  War  Savings  Campaign,  in- 
spired by  Mr.  David  Brown,  has 
won  us  the  flag  four  times  in  succes- 
sion, owing  to  the  efforts  of  Jean 
Powers,  Joan  Stenton,  and  Burton 
McBride. 

The  form  executi^'e  representa- 
tives are  Mildred  Spicer,  Charles 
Seal  and  "Spike". 

We  are  represented  in  the  Camera 
Club  by  Wren  Tuckett,  Shirley  Pro- 
phet, Ruth  Taylor,  John  Wright, 
Jack  Taylor  and  Art  Turner. 

George  Sills,  Jack  Matchett.  Bill 
Moore,  and  Willie  Stewart  are  all 
great  drags  on  the  class  discipUne. 
Tom  Walsh  dreams  of  Einstein's 
theory  everywhere,  including  the 
Math,  class. 

Elevating  the  class  percentage  are 
our  two  scholars,  Joy  Preston  and 
Lois  Wright,  who  hold  scholarships. 
Why  do  Shirley  Pringle,  Ruth  Tay- 
lor, Joyce  Wyatt,  and  Joan  Penhall 
flock      (flunk)      together?     Elmer 
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Tucket  seems  to  study  French  (?) 
but  Gwyneth  Reed  is  more  mathe- 
matically inclined    (?). 

Farmerettes  are  Eva  Poast,  Doreen 
Edwards,  and  Velma  Staples  who  hail 
from  Keene  and  district. 

Why  does  Miss  Howson  always  ask 
Marjory  Schaus  questions?  Is  it  be- 
cause of  her  brain?  We  know  Evelyn 
Halliday  has  plenty.  Phyllis  Upper 
is  a  swing  fan. 

Stan  Feneron,  straight  from  Lon- 
don, England,  is  quite  at  home  with 
the  rest  of  the  lads.  Joan  Smedmore, 
our  scholarship  winner  is  head  girl. 

Your  joint  narrators  are,  reading 
from  left  to  right,  McTavish,  Fen- 
eron, right  to  left  Feneron,  Mc- 
Tavish. 

X  A  Industrial  Arts 

People  are  wondering  if  Noyes, 
Cuthbert,  and  Ariss  are  planning  to 
join  the  House  of  David  on  account 
of  a  surplus  of  hair. 

MoncriefF  and  Davis  took  a  show- 
er one  noon  hour  with  their  clothes 
on.  Poor  lads! 

Congratulations  to  Welford  who 
arrived  late  in  the  fall  from  Camp- 
bellford,  yet  ranked  well  in  the 
Christmas  exams. 

We  wonder  why  Ed.  Freeman 
doesn't  produce  his  gym  suit. 

Jim  Mcllvena  and  Bill  Torrance 
are  the  scientists  of  X  A. 

Fat  Manning  is  the  carpenter  and 
handy  man  of  this  form  though  he 
is  a.sleep  part  of  the  time. 

Warren  Smith,  Blondin  and  Craig 
are  the  lads  who  woo  the  fair  sex. 

Frank  Draper  is  the  doctor  of  all 
ailments  in  X  A. 

Jim  Cummings  has  been  wearing 
the  attendance  sheet  around  his 
neck.  It  is  very  becoming. 

Norm  Jewell  has  become  very  in- 
terested in  poultry  of  late  and  con- 
siders himself  an  authority  on  this 
subject. 
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X  B  Ind.  Arts  Has  Prominent 
Athletes 

X  BCD  Industrial  Arts  is  the 
largest  form  in  the  department, 
housing  about  fifty  versatile  students. 

Our  athletic  members  are  Gord. 
Burns,  Albert  Woodgate  (better 
known  as  Ab.) ,  Jim  Allen,  whose 
cherubic  appearance  is  deceiving; 
Don  Batley,  a  perpetual  talking 
machine;  Keith  Burgess  (Curly  top) , 
tough  little  Bill  Jones,  Don  (lady- 
killer)  Goheen,  and  Bob  Crowe,  who 
was  responsible  for  most  of  the 
junior  rugby  victories. 

Youden,  Harrison,  Carruthers, 
Covert  and  Sharpe  anticipate  each 
P.T.  period;  they  enjoy  taking  the 
exercises.  Their  burly  physiques  are 
daily  scanned  admiringly  by  the  fair 
sex. 

Payne,  Miller,  Botnick,  Rogers, 
Schoales,  Dayman,  Andrew,  and 
Barrett  sometimes  enjoy  a  friendly 
chat  during  classes,  but  scowl  when 
it  is  suggested  that  they  stay  after 
school  for  a  less  friendly  discussion. 

Boxes  have  been  secured  to  elevate 
Seymour,  Pagett,  Sanderson,  and 
Marshall  high  enough  to  operate  the 
lathes. 

{Continued  on  Page  66) 


Shall  We  Peek  On  IX  A? 

Let's  peek  on  IX  A.  We'U  begin 
with  Clarke  who  is  subject  to  brain- 
storms and  sometimes  is  inspired  to 
write  silly  poetry.  When  started  he 
can  rhyme  it  by  the  yard. 

We  who  have  felt  the  effects  of 
Beatty's  temper  predict  a  great  box- 
ing future  for  him.  Maybe  he'll  be 
heavyweight  champion  of  the  world 
soon. 

The  items  needed  in  IX  A  are: 
A  handkerchief  that  won't  be  blown 
to  threads  by  Bucknell,  a  tie  that 
hangs  straight  on  Adams,  skirts  that 
would  look  nice  on  Craig  (suggested 
by  Mr.  Bamforth) ,  and  a  brain  to 
replace   Ashby's   over-worked   one. 

Let's  look  into  B.  Braund's  matter, 
taking  so  much  time  in  Math,  period 
having  private   lessons. 

Grace  Brunet's  brown  locks  draw 
great  attention  at  times. 

The  class  is  buying  a  loud  speaker 
for  Gwen  Abbott  for  answering  in 
class. 

We  notice  that  Kay  Armstrong 
has  an  escort  home  from  school  every 
day. 

If  N.  Barr  and  M.  Adams  don't 
stop  giggling  so  often,  they'll  be  in 
Dutch. 

(Continued  on  Page  66) 


Introducing  Household  Arts  X     IX  B,  The  Gum  Chewing  Form 


Allow  me  to  introduce  the  girls 
of  Household  Arts  X,  including 
Elaine  Savigny,  accomplished  seam- 
stress; Anne  Brown,  composer  of 
witty  verse;  Mercedes  Crowley,  shy 
little  farmerette;  Virginia  Clark, 
stand-in  for  Gale  Page;  Elsie  Jones, 
capable  form  representative;  Betty 
Wyatt,  the  mischievous  twin;  Bar- 
bara Wyatt.  the  studious  twin. 

We  are  deep  in  thought  wondering 
if  Pauline  Fanning,  Doris  Finnic, 
Ruth  Osborne,  Edna  Genge,  Audrey 
Windsor,  and  Eleanor  Haddow  are 
as  sweet  and  innocent  as  they  ap- 
pear to  be.  Anyone  knowing  other- 
wise please  report  to  room   79. 

The  minds  of  Norma  Wallace  and 
Marjorie  McGee  are  far  from  school 
wandering    towards    the   airforce. 

To  keep  in  style  with  all  other 
forms  we  have  a  giggling  bee.  The 
most  noteworthy  numbers  being 
Eleanor  Chapman,  Violet  Weaver, 
Gladys  King  and  Eileen  Mc- 
Donough. 

(Continued  on  Page  66) 


IX  B  opens  each  day  chewing  gum 
supplied  by  Mr.  Ted  Chalmers.  For 
this  third  year  Gordon  Copperth- 
wate  is  visiting  IX  B  for  a  few 
weeks. 

M.  CoUey  begins  P.C.V.S.  taking 
the  upper  hand  pf  class. 

If  B.  Cavalier  came  with  her 
homework  done  teachers  would  think 
it  a  miracle. 

When  O.  Childs  and  J.  Brisco  and 
J.  Brown  have  finished  with  their 
appearance  they  haven't  time  for 
lessons. 

The  romance  between  M.  Corbett 
and  a  tall  young  man  in  IX  A  is  in 
full  bloom. 

B.  Combe,  the  hairdresser,  gets 
great  fun  out  of  trying  to  rule  Can- 
adian waves. 

When  B.  Cooke  gets  his  trances  he 
prances  up  and  down  the  room. 

T.  Cullen's  and  J.  Dugan's  hearts 
stop  beating  every  time  they  see  a 
pretty  girl  go  by  the  door. 

If  S.  Cowie  wasn't  a  singer,  we 
wouldn't  have  a  singin'  period. 


The  intelligent  pupils  in  our  form 
are  B.  Doris,  G.  Davis  and  D. 
Batten. 

During  last  periods  of  the  day  J. 
Crellin  begins  wandering  around  the 
room. 

(Continued  on  Page  66) 

An  Afternoon  With  IX  C 

Monday  afternoon  in  IX  C  and  all 
tlie  pupils  doze  drearily  over  French 
verbs.  Peace  reigns  supreme  —  but 
hark!  What  is  that  strange  noise  we 
hear  down  the  aisle.'  It  must  be 
Foster  and  Holbrook,  exercising  their 
manly  newly-changed  voices. 

There,  seven  seats  back  and  one 
row  across  is  Lenore  Fleetwood  ad- 
miring the  latest  shade  of  nail-polish 
on  her  tapering  nails. 

Ah!  here  is  Marian  Collins.  She  is 
captain  of  our  volley-ball  team  who 
batted  their  way  to  fame,  fortune, 
and  the  Junior  Championship  Pen- 
nant which  is  tacked  over  our  form 
room    door. 

Hurle  is  the  form  cherub.    With  a 


NORTH  END  DRUG  STORE 

Bring  Us  Your  Films  To 

Develop   and   Print 

We  Guarantee  Satisfaction 

Try  a  little  of  our  Anxious-to- 

Please-You   Service 

Cliocolates,       Toilet       Articles, 

Sick-Room  Supplies 

Tobacco  and  Cigarettes 

M.  E.  Finn,  Phm.  B. 

C47  George  St.  Telephone  3118 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 

F.  W.  Woolworlh 

Company,  Limited 


Peterborough,   Ont. 


Page  Fijty-nine 


seraphic  smile  he  marches  blithely 
through   this   wicked   world. 

Oh!  Here  is  Miss  Moore  charging 
down  the  aisle  with  the  light  of 
battle  in  her  eye.  She  stops  at 
Johnnie  Giardino's  desk  and  asks  if 
he  has  done  his  home  work.  He  ad- 
mits with  a  sheepish  grin  that  he  has 
omitted  to  do  that  particular  bit  of 
work. 

She  gives  him  a  lecture  while  he 
seeks  to  sliield  his  red  face  behind  his 
French  text. 

After  this  bit  of  diversion  the  class 
subsides  and  the  girls  play  knots  and 
crosses  while  the  boys  shoot  paper 
ammunition  hither  and  yon  with  a 
fine  disregard  for  time  and  place. 
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IX  D  Noted  For  Its  Swins 

Our  form  is  noted  for  its  ragtime 
swing.  AVhen  you  enter  the  boys' 
locker  room,  who  should  be  swing- 
ing it  on  the  locker  but  tail,  handsome 
Reg  Hill.  His  encore  is  provided  by 
Keith  Green.  Betty  Florence,  our 
make-up  beauty  expert,  Yetta  Fine 
the  glamour  girl  and  Ken  Hopkins, 
who  made  a  good  punching  bag  for 
those  of  the  more  lively  type,  en- 
gaged in  that  work  of  exercising 
their  jaws  regularly.  The  boys  will 
make  excellent  housewives,  especially 
in  sweeping  floors  and  emptying 
drawers.  Dorothy  Gimblett  could  be 
wrong  when  she  said  that  a  British 
King  was  a  souvenir,  couldn't  she? 
What  would  make  Dorothy  Hicks 
say  that  Daniel  was  eaten  by  the 
lions?  The  two  sweethearts  or  rather 
bittersweets,  are  Reg  Johnston  and 
Fred  Hayes.  The  feature  attraction 
of  the  form  are:  Stan  Joyes  who 
would  like  to  burn  every  French 
book  in  the  school,  Howard,  Kath- 
leen Friendship,  Barbara  Gosselin, 
Helen  Hall,  Hazel  Forsyth,  Junkin, 
Johnson,  Hamlin,  Barbara  Finnie, 
Kubica  Hayes,  the  Jones  boys,  Lil- 
lian Francks,  Beverly  Gibson,  Hogg, 
Margy  Hughes,  Howson.  What 
would  Bob  Hanbidge  do  without 
that  all-purpose  pen  of  his?  Hope, 
often  called  "lightning,"  is  the  star 
French  pupil. 


IX  E  News 

Jean  Johnston  is  the  girl  with  the 
meek  little  voice.  Audrey  Killingbeck 
is  the  shy  one  (sometimes) .  Doreen 
Ingram  giggles  at  anything.  Glenn 
Hutchison  is  the  gossip  in  the 
assembly.  June  Killingbeck  likes  her 
gum.  Whenever  there's  a  good  show 
ask  Y\'onne  about  it.  Josie  JuUan 
and  Audrey  Hogge  never  miss  Miss 
Park's  list.  Audrey  Harrison  is  our 
beauty  expert.  Isabel  Heath  is  the 
girl  Miss  O'Connel  suspects  when 
someone  is  talking.  Betty  Holbrook 
is  our  Literature  Marvel,  and  John 
Lewis  our  great  speaker.  Jolm  Mc- 
Naught  is  a  pet  of  Miss  O'Connel. 
Warren  INIarshall  needs  a  larger 
desk.  Earnest  Lee  is  a  bright  boy 
full  of  hard  water.  Lalonde  is  a  sleepy 
head,  especially  in  music.  Jim  Logan 
is  a  smart  boy,  but  what  a  talker. 
James  McCormick  and  Harry  Lam- 
bert need  supports  to  stand  up 
straight.  Milligan  is  always  wearing 
a  smile  except  when  he  gets  his  pic- 
ture taken.  Ex-pupils:  Teresa  Hef- 
fernan,  Sheila  Head,  Olive  Han  well, 
and  Edward  King. 


The  Merry-Go-Round  With 
IX  F 

Hi-Ho  folks!  Hop  on  the  merry- 
go-round  and  come  for  a  spin  with 
IX  F. 

Wliat  would  we  do  without  L. 
Neary,  Betty  Leeming  (form  repre- 
sentative) ,  T.  Milburn,  Marjorie 
Kirn  (G.  A.  A.  representative) ,  to 
uphold  our  class  standing?  E.  Pil- 
ling is  our  B.  A.  A.  representative. 
J.  Park  and  T.  Primeau  supply  the 
class  with  humour.  By  the  way,  we 
wonder  what  would  happen  if  the 
latter  could  stay  awake  long  enough 
to  get  a  pass  in  Mathematics. 

We  would  do  well  on  a  farm  with 
Phyllis  McKee,  Daisy  Magee,  Merle 
Moncrief,  Jean  Masters,  C.  Pavy, 
and  T.  Milburn. 

Why  does  Frances  La  Vallee  hook 
her  arm  over  the  back  of  her  seat  in 
room  39?  Could  it  be  to  see  D.  P. 
better? 

If  it  weren't  for  Mary  King,  S. 
Moore,  and  D.  Patter,  the  history 
questions  might  not  get  answered. 

L.  Outram,  R.  Menzies,  and  L. 
Powers  would  make  good  tap  danc- 
ers. At  least,  they  can  make  a  lot  of 
noise  with  their  feet  in  the  corridors. 

Beverly  Millar,  Margaret  Mc- 
Elroy,  Barbara  Long,  Beatrice  Mon- 
crief, Jean  Larmer,  Pat  Mackey, 
Rita  McMillan,  M.  Martin,  J. 
O'Brien,  and  A.  Nesbitt  do  enough 
talking  to  make  up  for  Joyce  Mc- 
Quade,  Rosaline  Lasenby,  and  W. 
Porter. 

This  is  the  end  of  the  ride,  folks. 
We  hope  you  aren't  dizzy. 

IX  G  Has  Champion  Tree 
Climber 

We  have  in  our  form  a  number  of 
people  with  the  same  name.  There 
are  the  Reids,  Richardsons,  Robin- 
sons, and  the  Moores.  The  Richard- 
son clan  consists  of  Sheldon,  Morris, 
and  Wilfred,  with  Morris  as  the 
champion  tree  climber.  The  class  has 
agreed  that  the  orchestra  would  be 
much  better  off  if  someone  would 
kindly  throw  a  bone  to  Henry  Rob- 
inson and  Ruth  Poulsom.  Joe  Rob- 
inson has  been  taking  a  series  of 
nosedives  lately  and  we're  wondering 
whether  it's  because  he  is  joining  the 
air  school  or  whether  he's  still  fas- 
cinated with  Joyce  McDougall.  We 
have  seriously  thought  of  buying  a 
microphone  for  Hilda  Noble  because 
if  she  spoke  louder  Clara  Ruskin 
might  get  past  the  third  line  of  her 
poem.  Teresa  O'Toole  and  Jack  Rus- 
selle  have  had  their  fortunes  told, 
that  is  they  will  never  be  good  writ- 
ers if  they  keep  using  fountain  pens. 
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Rush,  Quigley,  Pepe,  Doreen  Naples, 
and  Jeanne  McCuUoch  might  get 
along  better  if  they  brought  their 
books.  Miss  Pollard,  Miss  Russell 
and  Miss  Oakley  have  not  been  men- 
tioned as  we  always  save  the  best 
till  the  last.  Bill  Rayner  and  Dorothy 
Moore  have  been  getting  an  eyefull 
of  each  other  and  lately  we  don't 
know  what  to  expect. 

IX  H  Newsettes 

Cliff  (Shorty)  Roydhouse,  our 
little  English  chap,  wishes  he  were 
a  little  higher  so  that  the  taller 
students  of  IX  H  would  be  more 
careful  of  the  nicknames  they  call 
him. 

Stewart  Sage,  our  blonde  brain- 
storm, does  well  to  keep  in  front  of 
Miss  Shaughnessy  in  the  exam 
marks.  Next  in  line  are  Miss  Robin- 
son and  Miss  Shirley.  Other  bright 
students  are  G.  Thexton,  the  Misses 
Simmonds,  Stevens,  Sheppard  and 
the  two  Thompsons,  also  the  two 
Miss  Smiths,  the  two  Stewarts,  and 
those  two  bright  Telford  lads. 

Our  future  Professor  of  Science, 
Edward  G.  Sharp,  needs  to  be  put 
gently  under  a  c-c-cold  shower  to 
wake  him  these  mornings  in  time  for 
school. 

Our  man-killers  and  heart  breakers 
are  Miss  Rea  and  Miss  Stephenson. 
Miss  Scott  tries  vainly  to  tell  Miss 
Sloane  a  good  joke  through  the  day. 

Gordon  (Spook)  Scriver  needs  a 
Math,  book  to  help  him  answer  the 
riddles  Mr.  David  puts  to  him.  Sel- 
kirk sure  is  a  whizz  with  his  hands. 
Jim  Shields  and  Bill  Shadgett  are 
always  joking  and  getting  caught. 

"Second  year"  Sullivan  will  soon 
have  his  title  changed  to  third  year 
if  he  is  not  careful. 


The  Grade-Ninef 

A  Day  With  IX  I 

Scene — IX  I  Form  Room. 

Time — Any  morning  before  9  a.m. 

Helen  Weddell  is  busy  teUing  her 
dreamy  twin  Agnes  what  to  do. 
Doreen  Samis  is,  as  usual,  fixing  her 
hair  while  her  sister,  Jean,  indus- 
triously studies.  Our  glamour  girls. 
Misses  Shaughnessy,  Searles,  and 
Wilson,  watchfully  eye  the  boys. 
Shirley    Whittaker,    our   War    Guest, 


chats  with  the  blondes,  B.  Victor, 
J.  Towle,  and  I.  Weaver,  and  the 
brunettes,  V.  Whitmore,  J.  Welsh, 
B.  Wilson,  and  M.  Hartley-Wight. 
Roma  Williamson  sits  on  her  foot  as 
she  talks  to  V.  Sills,  I.  Stormes,  M. 
Watson,  and  the  redheads,  Thomp- 
son and  Young. 

Two  of  the  boys,  Whittaker  and 
Watson,  are  talking  and  laughing 
while  Lloyd  Woodcock  tells  them  to 
be  quiet  or  they  will  waken  Trude 
who  is  sleeping  peacefully.  Wilson 
chews  gum  and  keeps  a  watchful  eye 
on  the  girls.  Woodcock  and  Welch 
are  recUning  in  their  seats  trying  to 
get  the  odd  forty  winks.  Curly- 
headed  little  Thirnbeck  "the  teach- 
ers' pet  nuisance"  talks  to  White 
(when  is  he  going  to  stop  growing?) 
and  ever-cheerful  Whittington.  John 
Wolff  as  usual  accommodates  Shad- 
gett and  Tate  by  giving  them  his 
homework  answers.  In  the  meantime 
small  Turcotte  chases  the  even  smal- 
ler Wright. 

Suddenly  the  bell  rings  and  every- 
one rushes  to  his  seat.  Another  day 
has  begun  for  this  brilliant  form! 


Higher  marks  are  easy  to  get  when 
you  use  at  home  a  speedy 


m 


/    UNDERWOOD 


'i'Kdlt^fVOC 


It  helps  you  write  better  and 
faster.  And  typewritten  notes 
are  so  much  easier  to  study! 
After  graduation,  the  ability 
to  type  is  a  great  asset  in  get- 
ting a  good  job.  Show  this  ad 
to  Dad — today! 


Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Limited 

Joseph  L.  Seitz,  President 

135  Victoria  St.  279  Bay  St. 

TORONTO 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

Canada  Bread  Co. 

Limited 


"The  Quality  Goes  in  Before  the 
Name  Goes  On" 


421  Chambers  St. 


Phone  6753 


PETERBORO 
MATTRESS  &  SPRING  CO. 

Wholesale  Manufacturers  of 

Innerspring,   Felt   and   Blown   Mattresses,   Cot, 

Couch  and  Day  Bed  Mattresses,  Sagless  Steel 

Springs,   Drop   Side   Couches,    Steel    Camp 

Beds,  Pillows,  Boat  and  Chair  Cushions, 

Upholstering,  etc. 

Phone  6164  J.  B.  Ellis,  Manager 

Peterborough,  Ont. 
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EXCHANGE: 


This  department  forms  a  very  im- 
portant part  of  our  school  magazine. 
From  the  year  books  of  High  Schools 
with  which  we  exchange  we  derive 
many  suggestions  which  prove  to  be 
invaluable  to  the  editors  of  various 
sections  of  the  magazine.  We  profit 
from  the  criticisms  and  comments  on 
our  magazine,  which  are  sent  to  us 
from  the  various  exchange  editors, 
and  the  editions  which  accompany 
their  letters  have  been  a  constant 
source  of  amusement  and  informa- 
tion to  our  entire  staff. 

We  would  like  to  congratulate  the 
students  who  issue  the  various  school 
magazines  we  receive,  especially 
those  of  the  smaller  publications  of 
which  we  would  mention  the  Tatler 
from  Lindsay  and  the  Peptimist 
from  Mimico.  This  year  we  received 
a  new  exchange  from  the  South 
African  College  School  in  Cape 
Town  and  found  the  Uterary  sec- 
tion of  this  fine  little  book  to  be  ex- 
cellent. Among  the  exchanges  from 
larger  schools  we  wish  to  refer  to 
the  Oakwood  Oracle,  Lux  Glebana, 
and  Vulcan,  which  are  well  organized 
throughout. 


We  Wish  To  Acknowledge 

Acta  Ludi,  Oshawa  Collegiate  and 
Vocational  School. 

The  Torch,  St.  John's  High  School, 
Winnipeg. 

The  Blue  and  White,  Port  Hope  High 
School. 

The  Pelham  P.N.Y.X.,  Pelham  Con- 
tinuation School,  Fenwick,  Ontario. 

The  Lampadion,  Delta  CoUegiate  In- 
stitute, Hamilton. 

The  Parkdalian,  Parkdale  CftUegiate 
Institute,  Toronto. 

Collegiate  Review,  Cobourg  Col- 
legiate Institute. 

Vox  Lycei,  Central  Collegiate  Insti- 
tute, Hamilton. 

The  Nutshell,  Moorestown  High 
School,   Moorestown,   New  Jersey. 

The  Elevator,  Belleville  Collegiate 
Institute  and  Vocational  School. 

Tatler,  Lindsay  Collegiate  Institute. 

Lux  Glebana,  Glebe  Collegiate  In- 
stitute, Ottawa. 

Conning  Tower,  Weston  Colle^ate 
Institute  and  Vocational  School. 

Vulcan,  Central  Technical  School 
Toronto. 

The  Blue  and  White,  Walkerville  Col- 
legiate Institute. 


The  South  African  College  School 
Magazine,  South  African  College 
High  School,  Cape  Town,  South 
Africa. 

The  Bugle,  Crescent  Heights  High 
School,  Calgary,  Alberta. 

The  Student,  Welland  High  and 
Vocational  School. 

Eastern  Echo,  The  Eastern  High 
School  of  Commerce,  Toronto. 

The  Collegiate,  Samia  Colle^ate  In- 
stitute and  Technical  School. 

The  Magnet,  Jarvis  Collegiate  Insti- 
tute, Toronto. 

Norvoc,  Northland  Vocational  School, 
Toronto. 

The  Year  Book,  Commissioners' 
High  School,  Quebec,  Quebec. 

The  Blue  arid  Gold,  Eaat  York  Col- 
legiate Institute,  Toronto. 

The  Argosy  of  Commerce,  High 
School  of  Commerce,  Ottawa.. 

The  Peptimist,  Mimico  High  School. 

The  Tech  Tatler,  Danforth  Techni- 
cal School,  Toronto. 

Kelvin  Year  Book,  Kelvin  High 
School,  Winnipeg,  Manitoba. 

Hermes,  Humberside  Collegiate  In- 
stitute, Toronto. 

Vocational  Review,  Chatham  Colle- 
giate Institute. 


In  Answer 

The  torch  from  failing  hands  we  take. 

It  burns — we  hold  it  high. 

The    Dead    shall    sleep    in    Flanders' 

fields. 
For  we  their  foes  defy. 

Long   years   have   passed   since   last 

they  fought, 
And  now  our  turn  has  come. 
For    twenty    years    we've    lived    and 

grown; 
Now  we  defend  our  home. 

Our  Motherland  is  now  at  war; 

She  fights  for  life  that's  free. 

They  try  her  might,  they  test   her 

right 
To  freedom  of  the  sea. 

We'll  fight  as  they  did  years  ago; 
Our  homeland  we  will  save. 
Our  enemies  we  will  destroy. 
Or  follow  to  the  grave. 

And  to  each  man  who  lies  in  France 

Beneath  a  wooden  cross. 

Our    answer    comes:    we'll    take    the 

torch 
As  you  did  once  for  us. 

Tech  Tatler. 


From  Our  Exchanges 

Seven 

All  the  school's  a  jest. 
And  all  the  pupils  in  it  merely  pup- 
pets: 
They  have  their  good  times  and  they 

have  their  bad; 
And  each  one  in  his  time  has  mostly 

bad. 
The  trouble  being  work.     At  first  a 

green-horn. 
Blissfully    ignorant    of    it    all,    with 

hopes. 
And  homework  beautifully  done,  run- 
ning like  a  rabbit 
Eagerly    to    school.     And     then     to 

Second, 
Sighing  like  furnace,  'cause  it's  mostly 

woe. 
And  ever  getting  worse.  Then  a  third 

former, 
Full   of  strange   symbols  of  Algebra 

and  Greek, 
Jealous  in  contest?  Sudden  and  quick 

to  answer? 
Not  so  you'd  notice;  but  seeking  out 

some  fun 
Even  among  Caesar's  wars.  And  then 

to  Fourth, 


Ages 

With  secret  hopes  to  rule  the  place — 
but  no, 

With  eyes  severe,  a  man  of  loftier 
grade, 

Full  of  wise-cracks  and  modern  dia- 
lect. 

Is  watching  him.  It  is  the  Fifth, 

The  power  and  the  pride  of  all  the 
school; 

With  lofty  words  he  seeks  to  make 
them  quake. 

His  youthful  marks  well  saved,  a 
world  too  high 

For  his  shrunk  standards;  and  his 
eager  treble 

Turning  at  last  to  bored  and  manly 
drawl. 

Forever  whistling  in  the  class.  Last 
scene  of  all 

That  ends  this  tedious  time  of  tor- 
ture is 

Repeating  fifth  again  for  his  third 
time. 

Sans  work,  sans  books,  sans  hope, 
sans  everything  but  spares. 

The  Magnet. 
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PROFESSIONAL 


DIRECTORY 


Law 


CARLEY  &  STANDISH 

Barristers,  Solicitors,  Etc. 

T.  J.  Carley,  K.C.  R.  Standish,  B.A. 

Bank  of  Commerce  Building,  Room  8 

ELLIOTT  &  CHANDLER 

Barristers,  Solicitors,  Etc. 
A.  L.  EUiott,  K.C,  M.P.P.  R.  J.  Chandler,  B.A. 


Hon.  G.  N.  Gordon,  K.C. 

Barrister  and  Solicitor 
Telephone  3577  395  George  Street  N. 


VV.  B.  GORDON 

Barrister,  Solicitor 
395  George  Street  Telephone  3577 

JAMES  FORDYCE   STRICKLAND,  K.C. 

Barrister  and  Solicitor 
375  Water 


Optometry 


M.  J.  ROCHE  AND  P.  M.  ROCHE 

Optometrists 


Therapy 


George  T.  Sharpe,  D.  C,  D.D  .T. 

Chiropractor  and  Electro  Therapist 

177  Charlotte  St.  Lansfield  Building 

Telephone  9010 


"Guard  The  Only  Eyes  You'll  Ever  Have" 
Evenings  by  Appointment 

FLORENCE  M.  LEACH,  R.O. 

EYESIGHT  SPECIALIST 
.  393  George  Street 


Business  Phone 
6795 


Office  in  Elliott's 
Drug  Store 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

fl.UmRD  smiTH 

OO   €ptcmeMit' 

4O6V2   George  St.  Peterborough 

Telephone  9397 

A  Modern  and  Complete  Optical 
Service 


TUTORING  -  Norma  Hughes 

316   Rubidge   Street 
Special  Attention  to  Latin  and  French 
Private   Tuition  High  School  Subjects 


Photographers 


Picture  Framers 


CRIPPS*  STUDIO 

Makers  of  Photographs  Judged  for 

ARTISTIC     COMPOSITION     AND 

GOOD  WORKMANSHIP 

Quick  Work      —      Best  Viewpoint 
True  Expression 

PHONE  3271 

3761/2  George  St.  Peterborough 

{Over  Walkwel  Shoe  Store) 
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Choose  The  Right 

Chewing  his  penholder,  he  gazed 
about  the  room  with  troubled  eyes. 
He  was  taking  an  examination.  It 
was  his  last  chance  to  pass,  and  he 
required  every  possible  mark.  How 
he  wished  that  he  had  worked  hard- 
er through  the  year!  Why  had  he 
not  studied  during  the  past  two 
weeks?  Last  night?  It  would  not  have 
been  too  late.  But  now,  as  he  read 
the  questions  through,  he  realized 
with  a  .sinking  heart  that  failure  was 
inevitable.  He  sat  there,  unprepared, 
unable  to  answer,  while  all  around 
him  the  other  pupils  wrote  dihgently. 

The  boy's  paper  at  his  left  lay 
temptingly  exposed  to  his  sight. 
Would  he  weakly  yield  to  the 
temptation  and  copy  from  it?  Or, 
would  he  nobly  refuse  to  be  dishon- 
est? He  knew  that  he  ought  to  choose 
the  latter  course,  but  by  the  former 
it  would  be  so  easy  to  get  the  in- 
formation he  desired. 

Indecision  was  written  on  his  face 
as  he  sat  strugghng  with  temptation. 
At  last,  however,  he  straightened  up. 
His  undecided  expression  gave  way 
to  one  of  strength  and  decision.  One 
could  see  that  he  had  chosen  the 
better  way. 

No,  he   would   not  copy   from   the 


Hens  Wha  Hae 

Ye  hens  wha  ha'e  aforetime  laid 
Eggs  o'  super  poultry  grade. 
Hasten  to  your  country's  aid, 
Lay  for  liberty! 

Let  turkey,  hen  an'  duck  an'  goose 
Obey  the  call  "Produce!  Produce!" 
An'  keep  on  laying  like  the  deuce — 
On  tae  victory! 

Lay  your  eggs  wi'  double  yolks 
Till  wi'  rage  Herr  Hitler  chokes. 
That  w'ud  be  the  prince  o'  jokes 
Outside  Germany! 

The  rooster  loud  may  blow  his  horn; 
The  bubbly  jock  may  guzzle  corn; 
For  nobler  duties  you  were  born 
An'  higher  destiny! 

Keep  the  wee  ones  for  yoursel's; 
Pack  the  big  ones  in  guid  shells; 
An'  mind  that  keeping  at  it  tells 
For  home  and  liberty! 

Do  your  best,  and  when  you  die 
Let  nae  teardrop  dim  your  eye — 
Your  fate  to  fill  a  chicken  pie 
Is  immortality! 

Lux  Glebana. 

boy  on  his  left,  the  one  on  the  right 
knew  more. 

Norvoc. 


War  Work  Unit 

{Continued  jrom,  Page  33) 
eluding  wall  paper)  date,  form,  and 
description  poured  in,  or  rather  were 
dragged  into  the  school  rooms.  This 
was  the  terrific  race  of  papers  among 
the  challenged  grades.  There  is  one 
consolation,  however;  if  the  flood 
climbs  too  dangerously  high,  more 
space  may  be  obtained  by  the 
evacuation  of  pupils! 

A  Sketch  Of  X  B  Commercial 

(Continued  jrom  Page  57) 
Shaughnessy  and  Burrows  are  tall 
and  dark.  Misses  Samis  and  Neals 
come  from  the  country.  Eileen  Mc- 
Williams  is  dark  and  Misses  Smith 
and  Shaughnessy  are  two  of  our  best 
typists.  Wade  is  taU  and  Pearse  is 
fair.  Some  of  our  good  shorthand 
students  are  Misses  Wilhamson, 
Rochetta,  and  Moncrieff.  Ruth  Pat- 
terson is  our  fastest  knitter. 
Ambitions: 

Morrow  —  to  ring  the  bell  at 
twenty  after  nine. 

Roode — to  learn  to  write  jokes. 

Kingdon — to  be  hke  Gene  Krupa. 

Santamero — to  wake  up  early. 

Joyce  Peterson  —  to  become  an 
entomologist  or  a  doctor.  —  H.  M. 
Long. 


Plan               \ 

INGLESTANE  / 

Hikes 

your                \ 

CAMP     / 

Stunts 

holidays 

\     y     / 

Sing  Songs 

to  include 

\    w     / 
\   c    / 

\  A  / 

Swimming 

fun,  friends 

Boating 

and  recreation 

Handicraft 

at  "Y"  Camp 

Stoney  Lake 

Camp  Fires 

LEARN  TO  SWIM  AT  "Y" 

POOL 

Be 

ready  for  holidays 

Good  Books  For  a  Good  School 

CHAPMAN'S 

SPECIAL  NOTE  BOOKS 

For   Uniformity — System — Convenience 
Use  More  of  Them! 


Honesty 


IS  NOT  A  VIRTUE 

.  .ITIS  GOOD  BUSINESS! 

FOR  OVER  50  YEARS— SCHNEIDER  BROS. 

have  served  the  people  of  this  district 
with  honest  values. 

Our  policy  of  Fairness  and  Reliability  continues 
unchanged  .  .  .  always  making  new  friends 

SCHNEIDER   BROS. 

JEWELLERS 


Packard  Service  Phone  4985 

The  Central  Service  Station 

(Opposite  Conjederation  Square) 

Repairs  on  all  Makes  of  Cars  —  Gasoline,  Oils, 

Grease  and  Accessories  —  Autos  Oiled, 

Greased  and  Washed 

Joseph  Detcher,  Proprietor 

500-502  GEORGE  STREET 
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Rugby  Dances 

[Continued  from  Page  i.1) 
every  school  that  has  the  privilege 
of  holding  a  dance  at  the  school  so 
often  or  has  such  wonderful  equip- 
ment to  provide  the  most  modern 
swing  by  the  most  popular  bands.  So 
why  shouldn't  everyone  be  hep, 
swing  out,  cut  a  rug  in  true 
collegiate   style. 

Junior  And  Senior  Gym  Party 

And  we  did  the  Cokio  Okie  and  we 
did  the  Cokie  Okie,  that's  what  it's 
all  about — almost.  I  say  "almost"  be- 
cause the  introduction  of  this  dance 
at  the  gj'm  party  was  merely  the  be- 
girming  of  the  fun.  Everyone  joined  in 
a  sing-song  led  by  Gwen  Bond  which 
ended  up  in  a  lung  contest.  We 
danced,  (in  no  graceful  manner,  but 
rather  in  "Little  Harlem"  jitterbug 
style) ,  did  gym  stunts,  and  carried 
on  in  general  'till  the  food  appeared — 
steaming  hot-dogs  and  luscious  honey- 
dips.  And  how  we  ate! 

Skating  Party 

Round  and  round  you  go,  but 
where  you  stop  you  never  know — 
until  you  find  yourself  at  the  bottom 
of  a  pile-up  in  one  corner  of  the  rink. 
Once  more  our  annual  skating  party 
was  a  terrific  success  (and  I  really 
mean  terrific) .  It  was  as  much  fun 
and  twice  as  dangerous  as  any  rugby 
game.  Imagine  the  thrill  of  jumping 
over  a  helpless  skater  who  had  been 
sucked  down  by  the  strong  under 
current,  missing  him  by  a  hair's 
breadth,  and  realizing  later  (only 
when  you  see  the  unfortunate  soul 
being  carried  off)  that  you  had  been 
too  generous  in  your  judge  of  dis- 
tance. All's  fair  in  love  and  skating. 


MAKES  CHILDREN   STRONG   AND  STURDY! 

f    Wm^J    I   '^r  I  IWf  C        SMALL         MEDIUM  LARGE 
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A  youngster  (Bill  Kemp)  who  was 
in  the  habit  of  saying  "aint"  for 
"isn't"  was  reproved  by  Mr.  Hale.  A 
short  time  afterward,  on  hearing  Gall 
use  the  same  word.  Bill  ran  to  Mr. 
Hale  exclaiming,  "Please,  sir,  Ed.  says 
'It  ain't',  but  it  isn't  'ain't',  is  it? 
It's  'isn't',  ain't  it?" 

Interform  Sports 

(Continued  from  Page  43) 
and  R.  D.  Brown  are  staff  supervis- 
ors   and   Ralph   Johnston   and   Eric 
Taylor  officiate. 

The  results  as  played  thus  far  are: 

BASKETBALL 

Grade  XII  and  XIII  —  Winner 
XII  A  Ac,  runner-up  XII  B  Ac. 

Grade  XI— Winner  XI  B  Ac, 
runner-up  XI  Ind.  Arts. 

Grade  X — Winner  X  C  Ac,  run- 
ner up  X  A  Ind.  Arts. 

Grade  IX — Winner  IX  E,  runner- 
up  IX  C. 

VOLLEYBALL 

Grade  IX — Winner  IX  A,  runner- 
up  IX  G. 

Grade  X — Winner  X  B  Com.,  run- 
ner-up X  B  Ac. 

Grade  XI— XI  B  Ac  vs.  XI  Ac. 

Grade  XII  and  XIII— XII  B  Ac. 
vs  XIII  B  Ac. 


DIPPY'S  MERRIMENT 

Diplock:     I     cried     for     twenty 
minutes. 


>enior 


Rugby 


[Continued  from   Page  42) 

In  the  opening  game  with  Oshawa 
the  Bamforth  Battlers  began  well 
and  continued  so,  gaining  fifteen 
points  while  Oshawa  scored  none  at 
all. 

The  following  week  the  Rubber- 
town  team  came  out  victorious  in  a 
very  disheartening  game  on  their 
home  field.  The  local  boys  had  little 
encouragement  as  there  were  no 
more  than  a  dozen  local  representa- 
tives and  Poo  Hamilton  suffered  a 
leg  injury. 

For  the  first  time  for  years  the 
P.C.V.S.  Seniors  were  not  in  the 
finals,  being  eliminated  at  Riverside 
Park  by  Bowmanville,  the  reasons 
being:  superior  weight  of  Bowman- 
ville; hard  luck,  and,  as  the  week 
before,  a  player  named  Brown. 

Finally  on  November  2nd,  the 
boys  again  suffered  defeat  at  the 
hands  of  the  Oshawa  team,  although 
the  result  made  no  difference  to  the 
chances  of  Mr.  Bamforth's  team. 


m  i^. 


I  HEAD  OFFICE    •    MONTREAL 


D.  T.  DIPLOCK,  Manager,  Central  Ontario  Branch,  Peterborough 
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Shall  We  Peck  On  XI  A? 

(Continued  from  Page  59) 
Corrine    Buller    is    our    plantinum 
blonde  this  year. 

I  wonder  how  Bob  Anderson  at- 
tracts a  certain  person  from  X  A  to 
her  locker  every  noon.  And  now  you 
see  what  IX  A  is  hke. 


COMPLEMENTS 


OF 


PURITY  BREAD 


Bottled  By 

''Boormans  Beverages" 


IX  B,  The  Gum  Chcwins  Form 

(Continued  from  Page  59) 
If   D.   Campbell   and   D.   Dundas 

answered   questions   in   French   Miss 

Moore  would  think  she  accomplished 

something. 

F.  Bettes  may  be  quiet  in  school, 

but  she's  certainly  sweet  about  it. 
Altogether,    along    with    our    form 

teacher,  Miss  Hicks,  we  have  a  fairly 

intelligent    form. — A.C. 

XII  A  Ac.  Forty-One  Strong 

(Continued  from   Page   5i) 
say  here  and  now  that  it  has  in  it 
absolutely   the   most    interesting,   in- 
dustrious, and  intellectual  individuals 
in  the  school. 

X  B  Ind.  Arts  Has  Prominent 
Athletes 

(Continued  from  Page  59) 

Basciano  and  Armstrong  seem  to 
have  acquired  the  disease  of  forget- 
ting their  books,  especially  when 
their  homework  isn't  done. 

Davis,  Powell,  Leeming,  Murphy, 
Laing,  Meikljohn,  Davies,  Althouse, 
and  Pearson  are  our  ambitious 
students  who  try  to  extend  their 
knowledge  beyond  their  lazier  com- 
rades' capacity. 

Bowen,  Tivy,  and  Wright  suddenly 
realize  at  five  minutes  to  nine,  that 
their  mathematics  questions  are  not 
finished. 

During  auto  mechanics  we  find 
Stew  Joyes  and  Ferguson  curled  up 
'neath  the  hood  of  an  automobile 
catching  an  extra  forty  winks  which 
they  lost  the  previous  night.  Mills  is 
still  trying  to  figure  out  why  a  car 
doesn't  take  off  when  the  fan  rotates. 
— W.W. 


Introducing  Household  Arts  X 

(Continued  from  Page  59) 

Mary  Storey  is  on  her  way  to 
fame  in  the  sports  world. 

We  would  hke  to  know  what 
keeps  Doreen  Chambers  out  so  late 
that  she  can't  get  to  school  in  the 
morning — or   in  the   afternoon. 

Why  does  Alice  Perry  always  say 
"er,  ahem"  about  six  times  in  every 
sentence?  (Could  it  be  a  Romeo  and 
Juliet  affair?) 

If,  at  one  minute  to  nine  some- 
thing comes  puffing  down  the  hall, 
keep  out  of  the  way  or  you'll  be 
killed  in  the  rush.  (It's  June  Free- 
man.) 

Where  and  why  do  Beth  Melrose 
and  Shirley  Jeffries  buy  all  the  pea- 
nuts? 

Wanted  —  A  remedy  for  June 
Brewer's  and  Mary  Bolton's  fake 
hiccoughs. 

Everybody  mentioned — everybody 
happy — I  hope! 

Something  Different  From 
XI  C  Academic 

(Continued  from  Page  57) 
is  our  glamour  girl.  Misses  Strick- 
land and  Yelland  are  our  Sonja 
Henies.  Muriel  Thompson  and 
Murry  come  from  Keene.  Ruth  Sage 
was  lately  trying  to  lock  the  boys  in 
their  dressing  room.  When  Me  Adams 
can't  find  anyone  else  to  talk  to  he 
talks  to  himself. 

This  is  our  complete  list.  Haven't 
we  shown  you  something  different? 


Nine  little  sausages 
Sitting  on  a  plate; 

In  came  the  diners. 

And  then  they  were  ate. 


MORE  MEN 


Start  out  in  life  at  age  twenty-five   with   one   hundred   dollars 
than  finish  work  at  age  sixty-five  with  the  same  amount. 
DON'T  GAMBLE  WITH  YOUR  FUTURE  —  INSURE  AND  BE  SAFE 


The  Dominion  Life  Assurance  Company 

PAIGE  ROWELL,    Branch  Manager 


172  Hunter  Street 


Peterborough,  Ont. 
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COMPLIMENTS 

OF  THE 

BETTER   BEVERAGE 

COMPANY 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


T.  L  EDWARDS  &  SON 


If  It's  HARDWARE— Wc  have  it 

Phone  us — We'll  send  it. 

We  are  only  as  far  from  you  as  your  telephone. 

Our  Service  is  good.  Our  Prices  are  right.  We 

solicit  your  business.  PHONE  7523. 

Agent  for 

Sherwin-Williams   Paints   and   Varnishes 

PRAHEN  HARDWARE 


Oak   Hardwood    Flooring 

QYzc  Square  Foot 

Example:  Room  10'  x  10'  would 
cost  $9.50 


H.  R.  Scott  Limited 

George  at  Rink  Sts.  Phone  4638 


YOUR  HOME  SHOULD  COME  FIRST 

See  Us  Regarding 
YOUR  HOME  FURNISHINGS 


188-190  Hunter  Street  West— Phone  8520 


Funeral 
Service 


Ambulance 
Service 


Paris  Beauty  Salon 

Announces  the  Latest  in 

RAZOR  HAIR  CUHING 

and 

STYLING 

Personally   Taught  by 

RICARDO 

Hair  Stylist  of  Hollywood 

Phone  5311  184  Hunter  St.  W. 

Opp.  Bell  Telephone 


BURTOL  DRY-CLEANING  machines  have 
no  brains. 

Burtol  machines,  run  loose,  would  ruin  every 
garment  given  them. 

Burtol  machines,  with  the  brains  of  ex- 
perienced, carefully  trained  operators  can  work 
marvels  on  your  most-prized  garments. 

Our  necessarily  higher  prices  than  those  of 
non-synthetic  cleaners  do  not  deter  our  custom- 
ers from  continuing  with  us,  and  bringing  their 
friends. 

Phone  us  your  next  order 

BURTOL  SUPER -CLEANERS 


425  George  St. 


Dial  4581 


Page  Sixty-seven 


HOOPER'S 

Confectioners  and  Caterers 

SODAS,  ICE  CREAM,  SUNDAES 

Hot   Dinner  12:00  to  2:00  o'clock  in   our 

Palm  Room 

327-414-601  GEORGE  STREET 

RELINE  WITH 

p.  G. 

(Proving  Ground) 
Sets 

The  Canadian  Raybestos  Co.  Ltd. 

PETERBOROUGH,  ONTARIO 


Why  Be  In  A  Trance  At  The  Dance  ? 

(Continued  from  Page  45) 

He:  "Yes,  don't  they.  My,  I  like  whipped  cream",  or 
"No,  I  thought  they  looked  like  lemon  meringue". 

Another  smart  girl  will  use  the  ego-inflation  technique: 

"I  watched  you  at  the  rugby  (or  basketball  or  marble) 
game  on  Saturday  and  you  were  simply  wonderful!" 

And  off  he  goes  on  a  night-long  monologue.  For  the 
desperate,  Page  78  presents  a  selection  of  dainty  verses 
suitable  for  reciting  in  your  partner's  ear  when  you'd 
like  to  hear  your  own  voice  for  a  while. 

Lesson  III:  Cutting  Out.  Tliis  is  easy.  We  have  (Page 
101)  the  self-explanatory  Walk-away  Technique,  as  well 
as  the  S.O.S.  system  (waving  to  one's  best  friend  either  a 
dollar  bill,  or  a  chocolate  bar,  or  the  answers  to  last 
night's  algebra.)  If  all  else  fails  try  the  fadeaway  or 
"Gotta-get-a-drink-of-water"  metjiod,  but  don't  blame 
us  if  she  trails  you  to  the  tap.  Even  then  you  need  not 
resign  yourself  to  boredom.  You  can  still  have  an  ace  up 
your  sleeve.  Simply  produce  your  Whortleberry's  Folding 
Checkerboard  (extra:  60c)  and  indulge  in  a  brisk  game 
on  top  of  the  nickelodeon. 

Remember:  every  lad  a  Lazonga,  every  lass  a  La- 
marr.  Don't  delay.  Hurry  to  your  corner  book-store  and 
get  the  whole  of  this  invaluable  work  tonight! 

Alius  et  al. 


THE  COMPLETE  ORGANIZATION 


Photo  Engravers  and  Electrotypers 

Limited 


91  GOULD  STREET      —      TORONTO 


WAVERLEY  3821 


10  Lines  to  Central 


PHOTOGRAPHERS  —  ARTISTS  —  ENGRAVERS  —  ELECTROTYPERS 
STEREOTYPERS  —  MATS  —  SPECIALISTS  IN  ROTOGRAVURE 
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LET  THE  REVIEW 
HANDLE  IT! 


You  save  when  you  have  your  newspaper 
handling  your  printing  job.  Because  the  actual 
printing  of  a  newspaper  is  one  of  its  most  import- 
ant jobs,  considerable  care  is  given  to  the  selection 
of  newspaper  printing  equipment  and  to  the  men 
who  man  it. 


This  care  assures  you  of  excellence  when  you 
have  your  printing  done  by  your  newspaper.  It 
also  assures  you  of  rock-bottom  prices  because  of 
the  volume  of  printing  done  by  the  newspaper. 
You  can't  go  wrong  by  letting  us  do  your  printing. 


"The  Echoes"  printed  by  The  Review. 


AT  THE:  REVIEW 


THE  REVIEW 

PRINTING   COMPANy 


407  Chambers  St. 


Phone  7913 


What  Not  To  Do  In  Home 


Eco 


nomics 


XI 


(Continued  from  Page  67) 
Marion     Barrett,     secretary     of     the 
Girls'  War  Unit. 

What  certain  Miss  (Leah  Davis) 
went  hunting,  to  return  with  a  few 
porcupine  quills.''  She  says  she  shot 
it. 

Irene  Stewart  and  Lemoyne  Cooke 
are  our  basketball  players. 

Men  who  like  good  cooks  would 
be  satisfied  with  Misses  Reid,  Butler, 
and   Constable.— M.H   &  J.W. 


CELEBRITIES    OF    P.C.V.S: 

STUDENTS'  COUNCIL  EXECUTIVE: 
Mr.  H.  Graham,  K.  Marshall,  B.  White. 
M.  Langley,  Mr.  F.  E.  Johnston,  W. 
Gamble  (sitting).  CAMERA  CLUB 
EXECUTIVE  (sitting):  M.  Gertley, 
Mr.  V.  R.  Henry,  M.  Lawless,  R. 
Crocker,  S.  Brown;  (standing):  W. 
Hanbidge,  M.  Waite,  R.  Kay,  H.  Ken- 
ner,  B.  Armstrong,  Mr.  G.  Corneil,  W. 
Crowe.  B.A.A. ;  R.  Leether,  R.  John- 
ston, E.  Taylor,  Mr.  H.  CoUingwood, 
W.  Hamilton  (sitting).  G.A,A.:  B. 
MacBrien,  E.  Collins,  H.  Beatty,  Miss 
D.    E.    Brlsbin    (sitting). 

SCHOOL    SHOTS  I 

CAST  (sitting):  B.  Bothwell,  I. 
Michaud,  E.  Armstrong,  S.  Boorman; 
(standing):  L.  Groombridge,  B.  Bige- 
low,  M.  Fisher,  A.  Boate,  W.  Graham, 
A.  Gourley,  P.  Foley,  A.  Johnson,  S. 
Brown,  M.  Brown,  O.  Sellon.  ECHOES 
EXECUTIVE  (sitting):  M.  Hooper,  M. 
Munro,  R.  Carley,  N.  Timlin,  H.  Ken- 
ner,  M.  Westbye,  J.  Hooper,  B.  White; 


(standing):  M.  Dalliday,  G.  Diplock, 
T.  Lillico,  D.  Graham,  D.  Metheral.  M. 
McCarrell,  F.  Garner.  SENIOR  BAS- 
KETBALL: Mr.  H.  L.  Bajnforth.  H. 
Amys,  H.  Matthews,  R.  Kay,  W.  Hall, 

D.  Moore,  B.  Taylor,  J.  Ferguson.  C. 
Gillespie,  R.  Johnston.  EDITORIAL 
COMMITTEES  (sitting):  A.  Johnson, 
B.  Estlick,  J.  Hooper,  B.  MacBrien,  B. 
White,  G.  Diplock;  (standing):  E. 
Armstrong,  R.  Green,  J.  Brown,  A. 
Weddell,  S.  Ashby,  F.  Ruskin,  B. 
Braund,  R.  Lyon,  M.  Brown,  M.  Curry, 
J.  Bullied.  ECHOES  BUSINESS 
STAFF:  (sitting):  S.  Heslip,  J.  Duig- 
nan.  P.  Gishman,  J.  Wallis,  M.  Spicer, 
A.  McCarthy,  B.  Estlick;  (standing): 
M.    Campbell,   J.    Frank,    H.    Florence, 

E.  Johnson,  P.  Cox,  J.  Johnson,  C. 
Hendry,  R.  Hess.  JUNIOR  RUGBY: 
(front  row):  R.  Menzies,  W.  Shadgett, 
J.  Allan,  J.  Frank,  M.  Graham,  I. 
Wade,  L.  Outram;  (second  row):  J. 
Carpenter,  G.  Diplock,  J.  Carter,  R. 
Scott,  J.  Cuthbert,  W.  Marshall.  W. 
Smith,  M.  Dewart;  (third  row):  G. 
Matthews,  Bob  Crowe,  A.  Richardson, 
Mr.   H.   David,   D.  Mathias. 

MORE  SHOTSi 

BOYS'  JUNIOR  BASKETBALL:  Mr. 
H.  A.  Craig,  J.  Newton,  S.  Saunders. 
D.  MacTavish,  L.  Routley,  B.  Gardner, 
T.  Lillico,  J.  Dinsdale,  G.  Richardson. 
GIRLS'  JUNIOR  BASKETBALL:  M. 
Langley,  V.  Clarke,  J.  Collins,  J.  Pat- 
erson,  J.  Ballard.  M.  Flett,  M.  Suther- 
land, R.  Sage,  M.  Bateson,  M.  Fergu- 
son, D.  Frost.  FIELD  DAY  CHAMPS: 
(front):  D.  Kirn,  W.  Jacquith.  H. 
Beatty;  (back):  D.  Quirt,  W.  Hall.  B. 
Embury.  SENIOR  GIRLS:  (starting 
under  the  E):  J.  Johnston,  S.  Richard- 
son, A.  Richardson,  J.  Castle,  F.  Mer- 
rett,  H.  Beatty,  J.  Rahmel,  E.  Van 
Allen,  S.  Mortimer,  B.  Estlick. 
ORCHESTRA:  P.  Tretheway,  C.  Jack. 
L.  Routley,  J.  Prophet,  S.  Ashby,  T. 
Zavitz,  Mr.  R.  Maybee,  D.  Forde,  R. 
Garner,  D.  Graham,  R.  Sutclifte. 
SENIOR  RUGBY:  (front  row):  Mr.  H. 
L.  Bamforth,  B.  Crowe,  K.  Sproule,  G. 


Ackford,  R.  Scriver,  A.  Woodgate,  J. 
Mole,  E.  Geraghty,  G.  Gray;  (second 
row):  R.  J.  Johnston,  L.  Graham,  L. 
Routley,  A.  Marshall,  H.  Matthews,  G. 
Burns,  W.  Cuppy,  W.  Hamilton;  (third 
row):  G.  Beatty,  F.  Fowler,  R.  Kay, 
E.  Taylor,  T.  Craig,  T.  Lillico.  GLEE 
CLUB:  (sitting):  P.  Trethewey,  T. 
Zavitz;  (standing):  J.  Wallis,  B. 
Braund,   M.   Gertley,   Miss   I.   Weddell. 

OUR   WAR   EFFORT: 

FINANCE  COMMITTEE  (sitting): 
M.  Westbye,  H.  Beatty,  J.  Melton.  S. 
Richardson,  J\.  Walker,  J.  Wallis; 
(standing):  M.  Walker,  M.  Powell,  A. 
Gourley,  A.  Black,  J.  Frank.  ACTIVE 
SERVICE  LIST  COMMITTEE:  N.  Tim- 
lin, B.  Carley,  B.  MacBrien.  M.  Hooper, 
B.  Crowe,  Mr.  Brown.  STAMP  SALES- 
MEN IX  I:  C.  Whittington.  J.  Wolfe, 
J.  Welsh,  B,  Wilson,  H.  Weddell,  J. 
Towie,  M.  Shaughnessy;  (sitting). 
FRIENDS  FROM  ABROAD  (top  to 
bottom):  M.  Wialker,  S.  Feneron,  S. 
Whittaker,  C.  Roydhouse. 


Sorenson't  Flowers 
39  Argyle  Ave. 

Near  Nicholls  Hospital 
• 
PHONE  4462 
Peterborough  Ontario 
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AUTOGRAPHS= 


PLAN  TO  ATTEND 

P.CV.S.  Girls'  Gym 
Demonstration 

May  1  and  2ncl 
Adults  25c 


Proceeds  For 
Our  War  Effort 

Children  15c 
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THEY'RE  FRESH 

S 

Robert  Fair  &  Company,  Limited 

363  George  Street  Phone  5587 

An  Independently  Owned  Store  Selling 
Dependable  Merchandise 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  THE 


Centre 

^^^  THEATRE    - 


Peterborough's  Finest  Showplace 


WE  SPECIALIZE 

In  Furnishing  the  Home 

Five  large  floors  of  Fine  Furniture, 

Floor  Coverings,  Curtains  and 

Draperies 

Cash  or  Credit — Liberal  Time  Plan 


McBRIDE  «  FRANKS 


Dial  5974 


431  George  St. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


H.  B.  Taylor  &  Son 


Phone  4165 
160  Aylmer  Street 


SHOP 
AT 


IT 
PAYS 


Retailers  to 
THRIFTY  CANADIANS 


Phone  4374 


361-5  George  Street 


ASSURE  WITH  CONFIDENCE  .  .  . 

During  its  60  years  of  existence,  North  American 
Life  has  an  unbroken  record  of  dividend  pay- 
ments. Not  a  single  skip  even  through  wars, 
panics,  pestilence  and  depressions. 

NORTH  AMERICAN  LIFE 

A  Purely  Mutual  Com-pany 
ROYAL  BANK  BUILDING        PHONE  8351 


FOR  QUALITY,  PURITY  AND 

SATISFACTION 

Insist  on 

SUNSHINE 

DAIRY  PRODUCTS 

Phone  7834 

For  Prompt,  Courteous  and  Efficient 
Service 


Fage  Seventy-one 


OPPORTUNITIES 

For  capable  office  assistants  were  never  better. 
Business  executives  are  clamouring  for  young 
men  and  young  women  with  business  training. 

WE  CANNOT  SUPPLY  THE  DEMAND 

Our  problem  is  not  to  get  positions — but  to 
get  young  people  to  fill  them — it  is  not  un- 
usual to  have  several  calls  for  help  in  one  day. 

Do  you  want  an  office  position? 

If  so,  ask  about  our  courses. 

Peterboro  Business  Coliese  Ltd. 

Phone  4861  J.  A.  McKone,  Pres. 


SILVERWOOD  DAIRIES 
LIMITED 


PASTEURIZED 


/■MILK 
BUTTER 
CREAM 
ICE  CREAM 
BUTTERMILK 

ALSO  CHEDDAR  CHEESE 
31  Years  Serving  the  Public  of  Peterborough 

Phone  5751 


CHRYSLER  AND  PLYMOUTH 
FARGO  TRUCKS 

Gillespie  Garage 


Service  That  is  Service 


Phone  8851 


378  Aylmer  St. 


GRANT  &  LOUCKS 

CO.  LTD. 

UeCt 
SUPPLIES 

418      George  Street 

PHONE  5745 

For  Your  Electrical  Work 


For 
"THE  PAUSE  THAT  REFRESHES" 

Visit 
Our  Modern  Soda  Fountain 

Good  Food  Moderate  Prices 


S.  S.  Kresge  Co.,  Ltd. 


359  GEORGE  STREET 


WARNE'S 

GIFT  SHOP 

For 

Birthday  or  Anniversary  Gifts  for  all 
Occasions 

BLUE  BIRD  DIAMOND  RINGS 


Diamond  Hall 


Phone  5171 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Canadian  Nashua  Paper  Co.  Ltd. 


PETERBOROUGH.  ONT. 


WAXED  PAPERS  GUMMED  PAPERS 


Shop  At  HALL'S 


Peterborough's  Shiny  New  Store 

With  Complete  New  Stocks 

The  Same  High  Quality 

The  Usual  Wide  Selection 

All  At  Hall's  Popular  Prices 

RICHARD  HALL,  LIMITED 
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HECKMAN       m 
BINDERY  INC.       |§| 

MAY  99 

Bonnd  -To-Pleas^  N.  MANCHESTER, 

INDIANA  46962 
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